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PASTORAL ANIi DESCRIPTIVE. 



I. 

TO II IS MT’SE. 

Were I to give Ihec Baptism, f would choose 
To cliristeii thee tlic bride, tlie hashrul muse, 

Or muse of roses; sindb that name dues iit 
Best with those virgin vcf’cs tiiouhasl writ; 
Which arc so clean, so chaste, as none may fear 
Cato the Censor, shCiuld he scan eJeh here. 
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II. 


now HIE W\LL-1 LOWER CAME FIRST, 

AND m CALLED. 

• 

Why this^Howor is now call’d so, 

L‘i.st, sweet inuids, and you shall know. 
Undt'i'htand, thfff tirstlin^ wah 
Onee a biisk and boni;y lass, 

Kept as close as Daaae was; 

^ ho a sprightly Springall lov’d : 

And to have it fully prov’d, 

(Jp she got upon a wall, 

TeiiTpting down^o s^idc withal; 
liut the silken twist untied. 

So she fell; and bruis’d, she dy’d. 

Love, ill pity^of dj^ed, 

And her loving luckless speed, 

Turn’d her to this plant, we call 
Now^he Flower of the Wall. 
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ITE|IPERIDBS. 


lit. 

A PARANJEtICALjOR ADVISIVE VERSE, TO HIS FRIENTI, 

MR. JOHN WICKS. 

1h this a life, to break thy sleep 
•fl'o rise as soon as day doth peep, 

To tire thy patient ox or ass 
By noon, and Icrtliy good* days p^ss; 

Not knowing this, that Jove decrees 
Some mirth, t’adulce man’s miserir's i 
No; ’tis a life to have thine oil 
Without ef^lortion from thy soil; 

Thy faitffful Helds t^ yield thee grain, 

Although with some, yet little pain; 

To have thy mind and nuptial bed. 

With fears and care? uncumbered; 

A pleasing wife, that thy side 
Lies softly panting like a brid^; 

This is to live, and to endear 
Those minutes time has lent us here. 

Theif, while fates suffer, live thou free, 

As is that air that drcles thee; 

And crown thy temples too; and let 
Thy servant, not thy own^elf, sweat, 

' To strut thy barns ^rith sheafs of wheat 
Time steals away like tr a stream, * 

And we glide hence away with ^m ^ 

No sound recals the h^urs once fled, 

Qr roses, being wkhered;« 

f^or us, my friend, ^when we are lost, 

Like to a dew, or melted frost , * 

Then live we mir^ul should^ 
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And furn the iron age to gold; 

Let^s feast and frolic, sing and play, 

And thus less last, than live^ur (k.y. 

Whose life with care is overcast,- 
That man’s not s^d to live, but last; 

Nor is't t life, seven years to tell, 

But for to live that half seven well; 

And that we’ll do, asinen'who know, 

8ome1l‘ew sands spent, we hence must go, 
Both^to be blended in the urn. 

From whence {liere’s never a return. 


IV. 


TO DAISES, NOJ TO SHUT SO SOON. 

Shut not^o soon: th^dull-ey’d night 
Has not as yet begun 

To make a seizure on the light, 

Or to seal up the ^un. 

No marigoldi^yet closed are, 

No shadows yet appear: 

NoiPdoth the eaj^ly snepherd’s star 
Shine like a spangle here. 

Stay but tillouy JaliD close 
Her life-begetting eye; 

Anil Jet the whole world then dispose 
Itself to live, or die. * . 
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IIESF£R1D£S* 


V. 

^ORII^NA’S going a MAYING. 

ot up, get up; for shame, tli^blooming moi n 
^pon her wings presents tlio god unshorn. 

^ "Soe how Auiora throws her fair * 

Fresh-quilted colouij; through the air; 

Get up, swtet slug-ff-bed, and see 
Tlie dew bes])angliiig herb and tree, 
iich flower has wept, and bow’d toward the east, • 
bove an hour since, yet yon not. drest, 

Nay I not so much as out of bed; 

\\ hen all tlfl* birds bav^ matins said, 

And sung their thankiiil 1i)mns; ’tis sin, 

Nay, proiiinatiou to keep in, 

\ hen as a thousand virginif on this day 
pring, sooner than the lark, fetch in May. 

lise, and put on your foliage, and be seen 
’o come forth, like the spring-tfiiie, fresh and green 
And swret as Flora. • Take no care 
For jewels for your gown or hair ; 

Fear not, the leaves will strew 
Gems in abundance upon yoiy; 
lesides the ciiildhood of the day has kept 
Vgainst you come, some orient^pearls unwe*pt. 

(’ome. and leceivethein while the light • 

Hangs on the dew-locks of the night; 

And 'J'itan on the ea^dcr4l^hilt 
lletiies himself, or else stands still 
rill )ou come forth. Wash, dress, he brief Ri praying 
''ew beads are best, when once we go a Maying. 
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PASTORAL and DliStRIPTlVE. 

Come, my Corinna, come, and coinings, mark 
How each field turns a street, each street a park 
Made jrreen, and trimmed with trees* see how 
Devotion gives each house a bough, 

Or braiicli; each pofch, each door, ere this, 

An ark, a tlbernacie is. 

Made up of white-thorn iieatlv interwove; 

As if here were tlioiie cooler Aiades of love. 

Can siidii delights be in the street 
. And ojipii ticlds, and we not sec it ? 

Come, we’U abroad, j^nd let’s obey 
/riic proclamation made for Ma)(: 

An^ sin no more, as we have done, by*stayingj 
my Curlnna, come, let’s go a Maying. 

There’s not a budding bojpor girl, this day, 

But is got up, and gon* to bring in May. 

^ defd of yputh, ere this, is come 
Back, and with white-thorn, laden home. 

Some have dispiAclied their cakes and cfeam 
Before that we have lef|: to dream; * 

Am^some have wept, and svooed, and plighted troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast oli'sloth ; 
Many a green-j?own has been given; 

Many a kiss both odd and even; * 

Man^ a glance tog has been sent 
From out the eye, love’s tinnament; 

^Maiiy a jest told of the key’s betraying 

night, and loqjts ptgkq^, yet w’are not a Maying 

*Come, leWus go, while we*are in our prime, 

^nd take tfle harmless folly of the time. 
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We sliall grow old apace and die 
* Before we know our liberty. 

Our life^is shbrt, and our^ys run 
As fast away as does the sun; 

And as a vapour, or a drop of^rain 
Ones lost, can ne’er be found again; 

So when or you or I are made 
A fable, song, or fiedling shade; 

All love, all liking, all delight 
Lies drowned with us in endless nigli^ 

Then while time serves, and;we are but decaying. 
Come, my Corinn^ come, let’s go a Maying., 


VIi 

THE MEADOW VERSE, 

OB ABNIVEB8ABY OF MBS. BRIDGET LOWMAK. 

‘ « 

Come with the spring-timf forth, fair maid; and be 
This year again the meadow’s deity: 

Yet, ere ye upter, give us leave to set 
Upon your head this ftow’ry coroni^.t; 

To make this neat distinction from the rest, 

You are ihe prime and princesS|pf the feast,' 

To which with silver feet lead you the way, . 

While sweet-breath nymphs attend on you this day; 
This is your hour; and besit mgy command, 
Since you are lady of this fairy land: 

Full mirth wait on you; andT such mirth as^shall 
Cherish the cheek, but make none blush at all i 
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VII. 

A COUNTRY LIFE; 

i 

TO HIS BROTHER, H. THO. HERRICK. 

Thrico, and above blest, my soij's half, art thou, 

' In thv both last aAd better vow; 

• c 

CoiiId’.st leave the city, for exchange, to see 
'I’lie founSry’s sweet simplicity; 

And it to know and practice, with intent 
Td grow the sooner innocent; 

By i»tiidying to know virtue, |nd to aim 
•More at her nature than her name; 

'J'hc last is but the least, the lirst doth tell 
Ways less to live than td live well; 

And both arc known to tlfte, who now can'st live 
• Led by thy copscience, to give 
Justice to some-pleased nature, and to show 
Wisdom and slie together go, 

And keep one centre; this with that conspit^s 
Tc^teach man to confine Besires, 
dnd know that riches have their proper stinl^ 

In the contented wiind, not mint; 

And can’st instruct that those^ who have the itch 
Of craving more are ftev^r rich. 
iDfiesc things thou knowest to the height, and doit 
prevent 

'^hat plague, because thoif art content 
Wgh'Hhat Heaven gave thee with a weary hand, 

I More bfessed in thv brass than land) 
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To keep cheap Nature even and upright; 

'j’o cool, not (Jocker appetite. 

Thus thou^hanst tearcely Jivf^ to satisfy 
The bcliy chiefly, not ^le eye; 

Keeping tlie barking stomach wiselv quiet, 

^ • JLess with a neat than neeiUul uiet, 

Kut that which most iwikcs sweet a country life, 

Is the fruition of a wife, 

Whom, stars consenting with tliy fate, tliou h;ist 
Got not so heautifnl as chaste ; 

By whose warm side thou dostjsccurcly sleep, 

While lov#the sentinel doth keep, 

W'ith those dt^ds done b^day which ne'er aHVijilu 
Thy silken slumbers in the night. 

Nor has the itaikness power to usher in 
Fear to those sheets\hat know no sin. 

But still thy wife, by chaste^ntciitions led, 

Gives ihcc each njglit a maidcyliead. 

The damask meadows and the jiebbly sircMins 
Sweeten and make soft your dreauiS; 

The purliftg springs, graves, birds, and well wt\K'ed 
bowers, 

With flelds enamelled witli flowers, 

Present thyir shapes, while plic^itusy discloses 
‘ Millions of Lilies uuxt with Roses. 

Then4ream ye hear thejami^ by many a*bleat 
Woo’d to come suck the milky teat; . 

While Faunus in the vision comes, to keep 
From ravening woii^ei, thcjBeocy sheep. 

With thousand such enchanting dreams, that in^ 

To make sleep not so sound, as sw^et; 
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Nor cm these fijrures so thy rest endear, 

As not to rise when Chanticleer* ^ 

Warns the last watch, but with the dawn dost rise 
To work, but first to srcrifice; 

Making thy ])eace*'^ith heaven for some late fault, 
With holy-meal and spirting salt; > 

Which done, thy ])ainlul lhumb<this sentence tell us, 
“ Jove for our labolir all things sells us.” 

Nor are thy daily and devout aflairs, 

Attended %ith those desperate cares 
The industrious merchant hAs, who for to find 
G§ld, rdbiieth to the Western 
And hack again; tortured wi4h fears, doth fly, 

. •ifiitaiight to suffer poverty; 
iiUt thou at home, blest with securest ease, 

Sittest, and believest that there he seas, 

And watry dangers, whilc'ithy whither hap 
15ift secs thcs<? things witlun thy map; 

And viewing them with ^ more safe survey, 

Makest easy fear unto thee say, 

** A*heart thrice walled with oak and brass, that man 
flJfd, first durst plough the ocean.” 
ttiit thou at home, without or tide or gale, 

Canst in thy map#)ecurcly sail; 

Seeing those ^tainted countrieii, and so guess 
By those tine shadesj^tlieir substances; 

^*nd from tlfy compass taking small advice, 
m Iluyest travel at the lowest price; 

Noi'^'^re thine ears so deaf hAit^thou canst hear, 

• i^ar more with wonder tlian with fear, 

'Fame tell of states, of countries, courts, and kings; 
And believe there be such things; • 
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'\}^hen, of these truths thy happier knowledge lies. 
More in tlpne ears than in thine eyes. 

And when thou hearest by fbo true report, 

Vice rules the most, o«all at court; • 

Thy pious wishes are, though thou there, 

( * A^irtue had, and moved her sphere. 

But thou livest fearlesif; and thy face ne’er shows 
Fortune when she comes, goes;, 

But with thy equal thoughts prepared, dost stand 
To take her by the either hand; 

Nor carcst which comes the first, the foul or fair. 

A wise mdh every way lies square; 

And like a surly oak witl^ storms perplexed, 
Grows still the stronger, strongly vext. 

Be so, bold spirit; stand centre-like, unmoved; 

And be not only thought, but proved 
To be what 1 report thee, aifil inure 
Thyself, if want comes to endure; 

And sp thou dost; for thy desires are 
Confined to live with private Larr; 

Nor curiotis whether a^etite be fed, 

Or with the first orilecond bread. 

Who keepest no proud mouth for delicious cates; 

Hunger makes coarse meals delicates. 

Canst, and unurged, forsake that larded f^re, 
Vriiich art, not nature nWikes so rare; 

To taste boiled nettles, coleworts, beets, anVl eat 
These, and sour herbs gs dainty meat ? 

While soft opinion makfs Ihy gsnius say, 

’’ Content makes all^brosia 
Nor is it that thou keepest this stricter size 
So much'for want as exercise; 
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To numb the sense of dearth, which should sin haste it. 

ThAi inighfst but only see it, net taste it; 

Vet can thy humble roof maintain a qutre 
Of singing crickets by jhy fire; 

And the brisk moiue may feast herself with crumbs, 
Till that the ^een-cyed kitling comes ; 

Then to her cabin, blest she caniescape 
The sudden danger of a rape; 

And thus thy little well kept stock doth prove, 

Wealth ca«not make a life, but love. 

Nor art thou so close-hajided, but can’st spend, 
(Ctfunsehconcurring with the end}|i 
As well as spare; still conniqg o’er thistlicme, 

, sTb shun the first and last extreme ; 

Ordaining that thy small stock find no breach, 

Or to exceed thy tether’f reach ; 

But to live round, and dole, and wisely true 

* Toathine own^elf, and knojwn to few. 

Thus let thy rural sanctuary be 

Elysium to thy wife*and thee; 

There to disport yourselves with golden measure; 

Boa seldom use commends the pleasure, 
yvc, and live blest; thrice happy pair; let breath, 

* But lost to one, b^the other’s death: 

And as there is one love, one faith, one trotfi, 

Be so onl death, oneigrave to both; 

TUI when, in such assurance five ye may 
Nor fear, or wish your dying day. 
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vni, 

A BUCOLIC, t>R DISCOURSE OF NEAT-IIEtus. 

1. Come, blithetul neat-herds, let us lay 
A way;er, who the hopst shall play, 

OF thee, or 1, the roundelay,, ) 

Tliat fits the business of the day. 

y CHORUS. 

And Lallage the judge ^lali be,^ 

To give the prize to thee or me. 

2. Content, begin, atyd I will bet 

A heife^ smooth, and black as jet. 

In ev«S*y part alike complete, 

And wanton as alcid as yet. 

CHORUS. 

And Lallage, witl^ cuw-like eyes, 

Shall be disposercss ^f tbe prize. 

1. Against thy heifer 1 will heg*e 
^ Lay to thy stake a lusty steer, 

With gilded horns antf burnish’d clear. 

® CHORUS. 

Why then begin,^nd let us hear 
The soft, the sweet, th e mellow note 
Th^t gently purls from cither’s oat 

2^ The stakes are hdd; let’s now apply 
Each one to make his melody; 

LALLAGE. 

The equal empi^ sjihll be I, 

Who’ll hear, ana so judge righteously. 

CHORUS. 

Much time is spent in prate; be'^n, 

And sooner play, the sooner win. [He plays,] 
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]. That’s sweetly touch’d; I must confess 
Thou art a man of worthiness^ 

But hark^iow I catwiow express 

My love unto my nc^t-herdess. [lie sings.'] 

A CTTonus. 

A sugar'd m)tc, and sound as sweet 
As kinc, when they at inj^king meet. 

1. Now foi^to win thy heifer fair, 
lil strike thee such a nimble air, 

Yhat thftu shalt say, thyself, tis rare ; 

And title me without'comparc. 

CHORUS. 

sLay by awhile your pipes, and rest, 

* Since both have here deserved best. 

2. To get thy stoerling oAce again, 
ril play thee such another strain, 

'{'hut thou shalt swear, my pipe does reign 
Over thine oat, as sovereign. [He sings.] 

dlllORUB. 

, And Lallage shall tell bj this, 

, JYhose now the prize ajid wager is. 

1. Give me the prize. 

2. The day is mint. 

1. Not sd; my pipe ^as ^lenc’d thine ; 

And Jiadst thou wager’Q twenty kine, 

They were mine own. 

. In love combine. 

• cuori/!i. 

And la^ we down our pipes togethej. 

As .weary, not o’ercome by either.* 
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i I’IS TEARS TO IIIAMAJIS. 

1 sond, I solid hero my Aipremest kiss, 

/ro thee, my silver-footed Thami. ds: 
hfo more shall I roitcrate thy strand, 

Whereon so many stately structures stand; 

Nor in the summer’s sweeter eveninprs go, 

To bathe in thee, as thousand otluTS do; 

No more shall I along thy crystal gliSe 
In barge, with boughs and Pushes beautified, 

With soft smooth virgins, for our chaste disjibrt, 
To Richmond, Kingston, and to Hampton Cffyrt • 
Never again shall I with finny oar 
Put from, or draw unt^ the faithful shore; 

And landing here, or safely landing there, 

Make way to my beloved Westminster; 

Or to the golden Cheapsidc, wh^e the eartft 
Of Julia Herrick gave to my birth. 

May all clean nymphs and curious water dames, 
With swan like state^fjpat up and down thy streams 
No drought upon thy wanton waters fall, ' * 

To make them lean and languishing at all; 

No ruffling winds come hithdir to disease 
Thy pure and silver-wristed N aides, * 

Keep up your state, ye slieams; and as ye spring, 
Never make sick your banks by surfeiting; 

Grow young with tides, a id though 1 see ye ncvir, 
Receive this vow; soVate ye tvell for ever, 
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X. 

A BUCOLIC BEtWEEN TWO; LACON AND THTRSIS. 

LACOM. 

For a kiss or two^ confijsS) 

What doth ca^se this pensivoncss 
Thou Nio&t lovely neat-herdess ? 

Why so lonely on the hill; 

Why fhy pipe by thee so stilly 
That ere while Tvas licard so slynll? 

Tell me, do thy kinc^ow fail 
To fulfil the inilkin|r*pail ? 

Say what is't that th^u do’st ail t 

tbtEsis. 

^None of thKise; but out} alas t 
A mischance is gome to pass, 

And I’ll tell thee what it was: 

Sec, mine eyes are wc^c^ing ripe* 

LACOX 

Tell, and I’ll l«y down my pipe. 

TB1#SIS ^ 

I hdve lost my lovely steer, 

^lidt to me was fa’^morc dear 
Than these kiBte whlclf 1 milk here; 

Broad of forehead, laiige of eye, 

Party tolour’d like a pie, 

Smooth in each limb as a die; 
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Clear of hoof, and clear of horn, 
Sharply pointed as a thorn 
Vitii a neck by yoke unwofh, 

From the whichii^iung down by strings, 
Balls of cowslips, daisy r^pgs, 
Intcrplac’d with rihbanings; 

Faultless eiery way for shape, 

Not a straw could hiia escape, 

Ever gamesome as an ape, 

But yet harmless as a sheep.i < 
Pardon, Laconj'^if I,weep; 

Tefi,s will spring where woes aiie deep. 
Now, ah me !c,ah me! Last night 
Came a mad dog, and did bite, 

I, and kill’d ray dear delight. 

o 

LA JON. 

Alack, for grief I 

THYBSIS. 

But ril be brief, 

t 

Hence I musti for time doth call 
Me, and my sad playmates all, 

To his ev’iiing funeral. 

Tbive lonjT, Lacon ; so adieu ! 

• la<4»n. 

Mournful maid, farewell to you; 

Earth afford ye ftewers to strew! 
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XI. 


THE COUNTRY LIFE, 

TO Tlfjj^HONOUREIDMn. END. PORTBA, 

GROOM OF BED-CUAHBER TO HIS MAJESTY. 

Sweet country life, to such^unknown. 

Whose lives are dlhers, not their own; 

But, serving courts and cities, be 
Bess hai»f>y, less enjoying thee. 

Thou never plouglilst the ocean's foam 
liO seel^ and bring rough pepper hfme; 

Nor to the Eastern Ind ilost rove 
To bring trom thence the scorched clove, 

Nor, with the loss of thy lov’d rest, 

Bring’st home the ingot*from the west; 

No, thy ambition’s nShster-piece 
Flies no thought higher tlyin a fleece; 

Or how to pay thy hinds, and clear 
All scores, and so t^ end the year; 

But walk’st about thine own dear bounu!^, 

Jjtot envying others’ lar^r grounds; 

For well thou know’st, ’tis not the extent 
Of land makes lijp, but sweet content.^ 

When now the cock, the^plough-man’s horn, 
Calls fofth the lily-vg‘isted morn ; 

Then to thy corn-fields tliou dost go, 

Which, though well soil’d, yet thou dost know, 
That the best coryposf j’oiRthc lands 
Is the wise master's feet and hands; 

There at the plough thou find’st thy team. 

With a hind whistling there to them: ^ 
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And cheer’s^ them up by singing kow 
The Ij^ing^m's portioi} is the plough; 
This done, then to the enamcl’d pleads 
Thou go* St, and as thf foot there treads, 
Thou seest a present God-like ^ower 
' Imprinted in each herb and flower; 

And smell’s! the breatli of,great-ey’d kine 
Sweet as the blossoms of the vine t 
Here thou behold’st thy large sleek neat 
Unto the dew-laps up in meat; 

And as thou look’s!, the Canton stee^, 

The heilE?r, cow, and ox draw near, 

To make a pleasing'pastime there; 

These seen, thou go’st to view thy flocks 
Of sheep, safe from j:he wolf and fox, 

And find’st their belliep there as full 
Of short sweet grass, as backs with wool; 
And leav’st them,*as they feed^and fill, 

A shepherd piping on a bill. 

For^sports, for pageantry, and plays, 

Thoii hast thy eves ^nd holidays; 

On which the young men and maids meet 
To exercise their dancing feet, 

Tripping the comely country round, 

With daffodils and daisies crown’d. 

Thy wakes, thy quinteli^,^ here thou hast. 
Thy May-poles too with garlands grac^’d, 
Thy morris-dance, thy«Whitsun ale, 

Thy sheering-feastf which never fail, 

Thy harvest home, thy wassail bowl, ^ 
That’s^tost up after Fox-i’-tb’-hole^ 

Thy mummerieS; thy twelfth-tide kings 
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And queens, thy Christmas revcllings, 

Thy nut'brdvn mirth, thy russet wit. 

And DO manways too dear for it: ~ 

To these thomhast thy tunes to go 
And trace the\are i* th’ treacherous snow; 
Thy witty wile?to draw, and get 
The lark into the trammel nqt; 

Thou hast thy cockvood and thy glade 
To take thef precious pheasant made; 

Thy lime-t|pigs, snares, and pit-falls then 
To catch the pilfering birds, not men. 

01)^ppy iife! if that their good 
Th^ husbandmen but und|rstood; 
idVho all the day themselves do please, 

Xnd younglings, with such sports as these; 
And, lying down, have nought t’ affright 
Sweet sleep, that inakef more short the night. 
Cn^tera desmt " ~' 


XII. 

now VIOLETS CAMP. BLUE. 


Love on a day,Bwise poets tell, 
Sogie time in wrangjin^ spent, 
Whether the violots should excel, 
Or she, in sweetest scent. 


But Venus having YesMhe day, 
Poor girls, she fell pn you, 
And'bgatye so, as some dare say, 
Her blows did make ye blue. 
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Xlll. 

TY^E tfoCK-CART, OR HARVES^HOME. 

TO TH£ right BOyOR^BlE MILD]|/\Y, EARL OF 
'VTESTMOBELAMO. 

* Come sons of summer; by whose toil 
We are the lords i>l wine, and oil; 

By whose tough labours, and rough hands, 
We rip up first, then reap our lands: 
Crown’d with the ears of corn, no^ come, 
And to the pipe sing harvest home. 

Come fo{fh, my, lord, and see the carf 
Drest up with all thi country art: 

See here a maukin ; there a sheet 
As spotless, pure, as it is sweet; 

The horses, mares, and frisking fillies, 

Clad all in linen white Ss lilies; 

The harvest swains, and wenchis bound 
^or joy, to see the hock-cart crown’d: 

About the cart, hear, how the rout 
Of rural youngling raise the shout. 

Pressing before, spufe coming after, 

Those with a shdut, and these with laughter: 
Some bless the cart, some l^iss the sheaves, 
Some prank them uj) with oaken leaves; 

Some cross the fill-lv^rscf some with great 
Devotion stroke the home-home wheatT; 
While other rustics, le^ attent 
To prayers than to fttetrimeist, 

Run after with their Jsreeches rent. 

Well, on, brave boys, to your lord’s ^ie*artli, 
Glitt’ring with fire, where, for your niirtli. 
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Ye shall so? first the large and chief 
Foundatioikof your feast, fat bci'f; 

With uppelktories, mdtton, veal, 
iliid bacon, which mak/^s full the meal; 

With sev*ral\ishes standing by, 

As here a custard, there n pie, 

And here all-tempting frumenty: 

And, for make ftie merry cheer, 

If smirking wine be wanting here. 

There’s tlibt which drowns all care, stout beer; 
Which freely drink to your Lord’s health. 
Then to*the ])lough the coinmonwcfJWi; 

N«xf to your flails, your Lillies, your fills, 

Then to the maids with v\lieaten bats. 

To the rough sickle, and the crook’d scythe, 
Drink, frolic boys, till alf be blithe : 

Feed, and grow fat; tmd, as ye eat, 
Be*miridful tint the lab’ring neat, 

As you, may have their full of meat; 

And know, besides,*ye must revoke 
The patient ox unto the yc4e; 

Aiud all go back unto tlie*))lough 

And harrow, though they’re^Ifcmg’d up now: 

And, you must ki^w your lord’s word’s^true, 

“ Feed him ye must, whose food fills you: ” 
And that this pleasuse is jike rain, 

Not sent ye for to drown your pain, 

But for to make it spring again. 



40 


HESPBRIDES. 


XIV. 

IITS AGE. 

• 

DEDICATED TO HIS FECULIAB^FBIEND, JOHN WICXEB, 

UNDER THE NAME OH P08Tl|rM0U8. 

Ah, Posthumous It our years hence fly, 

And leave no sound: nor piety, 

Or prayers, or vow,** 

Can keep the wrinkle from the brow^; 

But must on, 

As fate dqigts lead or draw us. None,r 
Non(^, Pdothumoiis, could e'er decline 
The doom of cruel Proserpine. 

The pleasing wife, thg house, the ground 
Must all be left; no on^lant found 

To follow thee, 

Save only the curstl cypress trc*^. 

t A merry mind 

Lool^ forward, scoi^ns what’s left behind: 

Lets live, my Wicke^ then, while we may 
And here enjoy our holiday. 

We’ve seen the past, best times; and these 
Will ne’er return: we see the seas, 

An(l*ino6hs to wane; 

But they fill up their ebbs again: 

But vanish’d man, 

Like to a lily lost, nl^cf can,« 

Ne’er can, repullulate, or bring 
His days to see a second spring. 
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But on we niist; and thither tend 
Where Anciv» and rich Tullus blena 

Their sRcred seed; 
Thus has infel^ai Jove decreed: 

We must be made 
hire long a song, ere long a shade. 
Why then, since life to us is^hort, 
Lets make ^t full ujf by our sport. 


Crown we aur heads with roses then, 
And ’noint with Syripn balm; for when 

We two are dead, 

The world with us is buried: 

Then live we free 
As is the air, and let us be 
Our own fair wind, and nsark each one 
Day with the white and lucky stone. 


We*are not poof; although we have 
No roofs of cedar, nojr our brave 
, Baitt, nor keep 

i^count of such a flock of fheep, 

Nor bullocks fed 

To lard the shambles; barbies bred 
To kiss our hands f nor do we wish 
For Poliv>'6 lampries in oiar dish. 


If we can meet, and so confer 
Both by a shining saltcellar; 

Apd ij^v^our roof, 

Although not arch'd, yet weather-proof; 

• ^ And ceilifig free 
From that cheap candle-bawdry; 
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We*ll eat our bean with that full^nirth, 
As we ^ote lords ot all the eart^' 

Well then ; on what »Vas we ar^tost, 

Our comtort is, we can’t be lo,ic • 

J^et the winds drive 
Our bark, yet she will ke^^p alive 

Amidst the dee}isc 

*Tis constancy, my WicKes, which keeps 
The pinnace up ; which, though sfic errs 
I’th’ seas, she saves her'passengers^ 


Say, we must part f sweet mercy bless 
Us both i’th’ sea, camp, wilderness! 

Can we so l.ir 
Stray, to become less circular 

Than fro arc now ? 

bio, no ; that selfsame heart, inat vow 
Which made us one shall ue’er undo, 

• o 

Or ravel, so to make us two. 


Live in thy peace as for myself, 

When I am bruised on the shelf 

Of time, £uid show 

My locks bchung vdth Iroi^c and siiojF; 

‘ When ivith the rheum, 

The cough, the phthsick, 1 consume 
Unto an almost tiothii^r; then 
The ages lied I’ll c^lhagaiw: 

And with a tear compare these la&u 
Lame, and bud times with those arc past 
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While Baucis by, 

My old lea]i\yife, shall ki£S it dry*: 

And so *we*ll sit 

By the fire, fwtelliiig stow, and sleet,' 
And weather, our aches, grown 

Now old enough to be our own 

• 

True calendars; as puss’s ear 
Wash’d o’er’s, to tell what change is near. 

Then, to assuage 
The gripings of the cjiino by age, 

ril call my young 
luliis to sing such ^song 
made upon my Julia’s breast, 

And of her blush at such a feast: 

Then shall he read that flow’r of mine 
^Inclos'd within a crystfi shrine; 

*A primrose next: 

A piece then of a higgler text, 

, For to beget 

Tn me a more transceiidai^ Beat, 

Inan that insinuating fire 
Which crept into each aged sire, 

When thg fair Helen fron^her eyes 
Shot forth her loving forceries; 

* At which ril rear 

' Mine aged limbs abov^my chair; 

A«d, htaiang it, 

»Flutter and crow, as in a 
Of fresh c<incupiscence, and cry, 

“ No lust there’s like to poetry! ** 
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ThuB frantic crazy man, God wot ‘ 

1*11 call to mind things half forged ; 

And oft hetweeil 

Repeat the times that 1 have 8(^ m. 

Thus ripe witWtears, 
And twisting my lulus’ hairs, 

Doting I’ll weepTand say, in truth, 

** Baucis, these were my Sins of youth.** 

Then next I’ll cause my hopeful l^d* 

If ai wild apple can he had, 

^ To crown the heartl;^; 

Lan* th JS conspiring with our mirth; 

Then to infuse 
Our browner ale into the cruse. 

Which sweetly spicf,d, we’ll first carouse 
Unto the genius of the, house; 

Then the next hejilth to frienus of mine, 
Roving the brave Burgundian wine. 

High sons of pith, 

Wiiose fortunes I have frolick’d with, 

SuVh as could well 
Bear up the magic bough and spell, 

And, dancing ’bout the m^'stic thyrse, 
Give up the just applause to verse. ^ 

I 

mmm ® *** 

To those, and then again to thee * 
We’ll drink, my Wickes; until wc be 

PVinpl) as the cherry. 
Though not so fresh, yet full as merry 

As the cricket. 

The untam’d heifer, or the pricked; 
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Until our toigues shall tell our ears, 
We're younfcr by a score of years: 

Thus, ’till w^ee the fir^ less shine 
From tb* embc^ than the Idtling’s cyne, 

We'll still sit up, 
Sphering about the wassail cup 

ToVll those times 

Which gave me honour for my rhymes; 
Thai coal oiace spent, we'll then to bed, 
Far more than night }>ewearied. 


XV. 

TO CHERRY B^SSOMS. 

Ye may simper, blush, and smile, 
*And perfume the air awiiilc ; 

But, sweet things ye must be gone; 
Fruit, ye know, is coming on : 

Then, ah ! then, wher| Is your grace, 
When as cherries come in place ? 


XVI. 

* HOW ROSES CAME RED. 

’Tis said as Cupic^dan^'diSmong 
The gods, he down the i^ectar flung; 
Which, ojji the white rose being shed, 
Made it for ever after red. 
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XVII. 

TO MIIAPOWS 

Ye have been frc:h, and 
Ye have been (UIM withSow'rd; 

And ye the walks have been. 

Where maids have ^ent their houra^ 

e 

You have beheld, how they , 

With wicker avks did come, 

To kiss and bear away 
, t!.' c riclicr cowslips home. 

You’ve heard th^ sweetly sing, 

And seen thci.i in a round; 

Each virgin like a pring, 

With honeysuckles crowoi’d. 

But now we set* none'^erc, 

Whose silvVy feet did tread, 

And With di^hel^el^d hair 
Adorn’d this smoother mead. 

Like unlhrifts, having spent 
Your st(Hk, siiid luedy grown, 

Y^ou’re left here t(> Icinient 
Your poor estaU i alone. 
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XVIIl. 

•A PASTORAL UPC'<N THE BIRTH OP PRINCE CHARLES, 
PRESENTED TC^HE KING, AND SET BT MR.. NIC. 

lamieSe. 


The SpeakerSi MirtiUOf AmintaSf and Amarillis, 


Amin. Good day, Miftillo. Mirt. And to you no 
less; 

And all feir sig'ns led on our shepherdess. 


Amar. With all white hick’to you. Mirt. But say, 
What news 

in •our sheep-walk ? A7dln. None, save tnat my 
ewes, 

My wethers, lanihs, and waiittn kids arc well, 

Smooth, fair, and fat, none better 1 can tell: 

Or ^lat this day Menalchasiveups a feast 
For his Iheep-sheaArs. Mirt. These things are the 
least. 

But dear Amintas, and sweet .Airianuis, 

Rest Ipjt .1 while here by this bai!k of lilies; 

And Iffid a gentle care to one import 
'Hie country has. Ainin. From whence ? Amar, From 
whence ? Mirt. "She Court. 

Three days b^ore the shutting jn of May, 

(With whitest wool be evei*crowned that day!) 
our joy a sweet fac’d child was born, 
tender than the childhood of the morn. 

Chor. Pan pipe to Ifim, In9 bleats of lambs and 
sheep, 

Let* lullaby the pretty prince asleep. 
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Mrt And that his birth should bamore singular, 
At noon of day was seen a silver ston 
Bright as^thS wise men's torch, whiw guided tliem 
To God’s sweet babe, wlun born at Bethlehem; « 

'While golden angels, some have tmd to me, 

«.^ng out his birth with heavenly ministrelsy. 

Amin, 0 rare ( But is it a trespass, if we three 
Sould wend along bis babyship to see ^ 

Mirt, Not so, not so. Chor, But if it chance to 
prove 

At most a fault, it is but*a fault of love. 

Amar4 £yjR dear Mirtillo, I have heard it told, 

Those *learned men brought inceiiso, myrsh, and 

goW. 

From countries far, with store of spices sweet. 

And laid them down for^jSerings at his feet. 

’Tis true, indeed ;*and each of us will bring 
Unto our smiling and^our blooming King, 

A neat, though not so great an offering. 

Amar. A garland for my gift shall be, 

Of flov9hrs ne’er sucked by the thieving bee; 

And all most sweet, yet!*all less sweet than he. 

Amin. And 1 will bear along with you 
Leaves dijopping down the hoi^eyed dew, 

With oaten pipes, as sv^eet as new. 

Mirt. And I a sheep-Jioo]f will bestow 
To have his little King-ship know, 

As he is prince, he is shepherd too. 

Chor, Come let’s awa(r,^nd quickly let’s be dresr* 
And quickly give, the swiftest grace is best. 

And when before him we have laid our^ treasures, 

We’ll bless the babe, then back to country pleasnres. 
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XIX. 

A PANEYOERip TO SIR*LEWIS PEMBERTON. 

Til] I shall come a|iain, let this suffice, 

I seud my salt, my sacrifice 
To thee, thy lady, younglings, and as far 
As to thy genius anS thy Ian*; 

To the worn threshold, porch, hall, parlour, kitchen, 
Thftifat-fcdssnjoking temple, which in 
The wliolesoiue savour of^hy tniglity chines, 
ln)^tes tePsupper him who dines, 

Whore ityden spits, warp’d withtlarge ribs of beff, 

• Not represent, but give relief 
To ttie lank stranger and the sour swain, 

Where both may feed andPeome again; 

For no black-bearded vigil krom thy door 
with a bulton’d-staffi the poor; 

But from thy warm lov6-hatching gates, each may 
Take friendly morsels, and there stay 
To sun his thin-clad members, if«he likes, 
thou no porter keep’stVho strikes. 

1^0 comer to thy roof his guest-rite wants; 

Or, staying there, scourg’d with taunt^ 

Of some rough groom, who, yirk’d with corns, says, Sir, 
You’ve dipt too long i’ih’ \inegar; 

Anifl with our. broth and bread and bits, Sir friend, 
^You’ve fared well, pray make an end; 

Twft days you’ve lardedJiere^ «third, you know, 
Makes guests and fish smejl strong; pray go 
Ykui, to some other chimney, and there take 
Essay of other giblets; make 
D. VOL. II. 
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M^iiy at another's hearth ! you're hc^c 
Welcome as thunder to our beerf 
Maimers knows distance, and a man unrude 
Would soon reconcil,, and not/ntrude 
His stomach to a second meal. nC, no, 
fvm Thy house, well fed and taup^ht, can show 
No such Cl abb d visard: Thou hast learnt thy train 
With heart anJ hand to entertain ; 

And by the armsful, with a breast unhid, 

As the old race ot mankind did, 

When cither's heart, and eitlier’s hand did strive 
To boMie nearer rekitive; ^ , 

Thou {lost redeem tlio#e times; and what waf^lost 
Of ancient honesty, may boast 
It keeps a |;trowth in thee, and so will run 
A course in thy fa/ne's pledge, thy son. 

Thus, like a Roman Trib&ne, thou thy gate 
Early sets ope tp feast, and Kile; 

^ Keeping no currish waiter to adright, 

With blasting eye, the appetite, 

Which fain would wuste upon thy cates, but tha^ 
The trencher creature marketh what . * 
Best and more suppling piece he cuts, and by 
Soipe private pinch tell%danger's nigh, 

A hand too desp'rate,,or a knife that bites 
Skin de(‘p into tl^ ))nrk, or lights 
Upon some part of kid, as if mistook, • 

When checked by t^e butler's look. 

No, no, thy bread, tlift wine, jjiy jocund beer 
Is not reserv'd fo/ Trebius here, 

Bvt all who at thy table seated are, ^ 

Find eijual freerloin, equal fare \ 



PASTORAL AND DESCRIPTIVE. 

• 

And tliou, ]ike|o that hospitable god, 

Jove, joy’st when guesIMiake tfieir a]bode 
To eat thy bullock's thighs,* thy veals, thy fat 
Wethers, ani^^never grddged at. 

The pheasant, p,mridge, godwit, reeve, ruff, rail, 
The cock, the curlew, and the quail; 

These, and thy choicest viands do extend 
Their tastg unto the lower end 
Of thy glad tabic; not a dish more known 
Ttrsthee, tfian unto any one; 

But as thy meat, so thy immortal wine 

Makes the smirk face of each to shid'IV ^ 
And spsirig fresh rosebuds, wli^lc tlie salt, the wit 
^ ^ riows from the wine, and graces it; 

While reverence, waiting at the bashful board, 
Honours my lady and mj lord. 

No scurrile jest, no open sft?ne is laid 
• Here, for to mike the face jifraid; 

But temp’rate mirth dealt forth, and so discreet- ^ 
Ly, that it makes thh meat more sweet, 

And adds perfumes unto the wine, which thou 
J)o’st rather pour forth, tfian allow 
J^y cruse and measure; thus devoting wine 
As the Canary islqf; were thine ; 

But with that wisdom and tha^ method, as 
No one tliat's there lias guilty glass 
f)jinks of distemper, or has cause to cry 
^ Repentance to his libeify. 

Nt, thou know’st ordc];, ethkspand has read 
^ All economics, know'st to^lead 
•A house-danc^neatly, and can’st truly show 
How far a figure ought to go. 
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^Forward or backwardi steward, and ^hat pace 
Can g]^e, and wha^'ihstract a grace; 

What gestiure, courtships comeliness agreeSi 
With those thy primiilive decre/s, 

*^0 give subsistence to thy house, atid proves 
What genii support thy roof, 

Goodness and greatness, not tl^ oaken piles; 

For these, and marbles have their v/hiles 
To last, but not their ever; virtue's hand 

' f 

It is which builds 'gainst fate to stand. 

Such is thy house, whose dnil foundations trust 
Is porf^in thee than in her dust, ^ 

Or depth; these last ma^ yield, and yearly shrlhk 
When what is strongly built, no chink 
Or yawning rupture can the same devour, 

But fix’d it stands, tiy her own power, 

And well-laid bottom, on iltb iron and rock. 
Which tries and oounter-standfs the shocl^ 
And fam of time, and by vexation grows 
The stronger. Virtue dies when foes 
Are wanting to her exSrpise, but great ^ 

And large she spreads by dust and sweat 
Safe stand thy walls, and thee, and so both will. 
SincerUeither’s height wascais'd by th' ill 
Of others: since no stud, no stone, no picse 
Was rear'd up by t)»e p6br man’s fleece; 

No widow’s tenement was rack’d to gild ' 

Or fret thy ceiling, or(fo build 
A sweating-closet, to adbifit th^silk- 
Soft skin, or bathe m asses' milk; 

No orphan’s pittance, left him, servM tftiset 
The pillars up of lasting jet. 
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For which their i/ries might beat against thine earS) 

Or in the damp jet read their tears. 

No plank from hallowed altar docs appeal 
To yond* Star-chamber^ or does seal ■ 

A curse to thee» oAthine; but all things even 
Make for tliy peace, and pace to heaven. 

Go on directly so, as just men may, 

A thousand times, Inore swear, than say, 

This is that princely Pemberton, who can 
Tei'ch mail to keep a God in man; 

And when wise poets shi^l search out to see 
Geod mAi. thev find them all in thee- 


HOW LILIES l!AMC WHITE. 

White though ye be; yef, lilies, know, 
From the first ye were not so; 

But ril tell ye 
What befcl ye ;• 

Cupid and his motiier lay 
In a cloud; while both did play, 

He with his pretty finger press'd 
The ftiby niplet oJ^hor%rea8t, 

Out of the which the cream of light, 
Like to a (lew, 

Fell down oii^^Qp, 

And niacle ye white. 
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XXI. 

AN ECLOOUEi OR PASTORAL BETWEEN ENDYMION PO|b» * 

TERt AND LYCIDAB H|RRICK, SET AND 8UNO. 

Endym, Ah, Lycidas, come tell^ne why 
Thy whilome merry oate 

By thee do so neglected Ije, 

And never purls a note ? 

I prithee speak. Lyc, I will. E%d, Savon. 

Lyc, ’Tis thou, *and« only thou 

That ajilthe cause, Endymion; 

* End, For loveis sake tell me how. 

Lyc^ In this regard, that thou dost play 
Upon another plain; 

And tor a rural round^ay 

Strik’st now a courtly stmin. 

Thou leav’st our hills, oijr dales, our howeis, 

Our finer fleeced sheep; 

Unkind to us, to sp^nd thine hours, 

Where shepherds should not keep. 

1 me%^ the court: let Laftnos be 
My loved Endf mioif s court; 

End, But I the courtly^tatc would see: 

Lyc, Then see it in report. 

What has the couA to do with swains. 

Where Phillises not known ? 

Nnr does mind the rustic straiiw 
Of us, or Coridon* 
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Break, if th^u lov'st us, this delay ; 

End, Dear Lycidas, ere long, 

I vow my Pan, to come, away, 

And pipe unto thy jiong. 


Then Jessamine, with Florabel, 

And dainty Amaryllis, 

With handsome-handled Drosomel, 
Shall«prank thy hook with lilies. 


Zyj*. Then Tityrus and Coridon, 
An^ Thyrsis, they shall follow, 
W ith all the rest; while thou alone 
* Shalt lead, like youn| Apollo. 
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And if thou com’st, thy Lycidas, 

In every genial cu]^, 

Shall write in spice, Bndymion *twas 
* That kept his piping^p. 


And my most lucky swain, when 1 shall live to s^ 
^dymion’s moon to fill up ^ill, remember itTe; 
Meantime, let Lycidas have leave to pipe to thee. 


XXII. 

TO blossoms. 

Faijr pledges of a^lfruilful tree, 
Why do you fall so fast ? 
Your date is it»t so past, 

But you may ftay yet^ere awhile 
To blush, and gdluly smile, 

* And go at last. 
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Whatl were ye born to be 
An hour or half's delight, 

And so to bid good night ? 

*Twas pity nature|birought ye forth 
Merely to sho^v your w^th, 

And lose you quite. 

But you are lovely leaiies, where we 
May read how s^on things*have 
Their end, though ne’er So brave; 

And after they have shown their pridey 
Like you, awhile^ they glide ^ 

Into the grave. 


xxtii. 

f- 

TO A BEDCOP TULIPS. 

a 

Bright tulips, we do know, 
You had your coiViing hither. 
And fading time does show, 
That ye mu^t quickly wither. 

Your sisterhoods may stay, 

'' And smile here for your hour; 
But die ye must^away, * 

Even as the meanest flower. 

I 

Come, virgiys,*then and see 
Your frailties, and bemoan ye, 
For lost like these, 'twill be 
As time had never known ye. 
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XXIV. 

TO PRIMROSES PILLED,WITH MORNIHG-DEW. 

Why do ye^weep, sweet babel? can tears 
Speak grief in yoU| 

Who were but born 
Just as the modest morn 
Teemed her refreshing dew ? 

Alas, you have not known that shower, 

That mars a flower, 

.Nor felt thb unkind 
Breath of a blasting wind, 

Nor are ye worn with years; 

Or warpt, as we, 

Who think it strange to see, 

Such pretty flowers, like t^orphans young, 

Toespe^k by tears before ye have a tongue. 

Speak, whimpering younglings, and make known 
The reason why 
Ye droop and 
Is it for want of sleep, 

Or childish lullaby ? 

Or that ye have notPseen as yet 
The violet ? 

Or broughf a kiss 
F^’om that sweetheart to this t 
No, no, this sorriw shown 
By your teatl^ fhed, 

Would have this letture read, 

That things df greatest, so of meanest worth, 

Conceiv’d with grief are, and with tears brought forth. 



ss 


UEfFlSRIDES. 


XXV. 

A NEW TEARVgIFT SENT TO SIR SIMEON STEWARD. 

• • 

No news of navies ly^rnt at seas; 

No news of late-spawn’d titteries; 

No closet plot or open vent, 

That frights men with a Parliament: 

No new device or late-fohnd tric)^ 

To read by th’ stars the kingdom’s sick; 

No gin to catch the state, or wring 
The free>born nostrils of the king, 
to yon; but here a jolly ‘ 
VcTse^rown’d wit^i ivy and with holly ;, 

That tells of winter’s tales and mirth, 

That milk-maids make about the hearth, 

Of Christmas sports, the wassail-bowl, 

That toss’d up after f^X'i’tli'hole; 

Of Blind-man’s-bulT, and of fhc care 
That young men^aye to slioe the mare; 

Of twelfth-tide cake, of peas and beans, 

- -T2iherewith ye m^e those merry scenes. 

When as ye choose^your king and queen, 

And cry out “ Hey for our town green.” 

Of ash-heaps, in the which yc use 
Husbands and wives by streaks to choose; 

Of crackling laurel^ wlych fore-sountls 
A plenteous harvest to your grounds; 

Of these, and such like things, for shift, 

We send instead ^w-year’s gift. 

Read then, and when your^'faces shine 
With bucksome mdht and cap’ring wine, 
Remember us in cups full crown’d) 
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And let our city 'health go round, 

^uite through the young maids aad the men, 
lo the ninth number, iC not ten, 

Until the fired chesnuts jeap 
For joy to see the fruits ye reap. 

From the plump chalice and the cup 
That tempts till it be tossed up. 

Then as ye sit about your embers, 

Call not to^ind those fled Decembers; 

But think ^n these, tliat are t’ appear, 

As cFaughters to the instant year; 

Sij crown’d with rose-buds, and caroi]^ 
Till^Irt&ar Pater twirls the iiouse 
About your ears, and lay upon 
The year, your cares, that’s fled andgoni^. 

And let the russet swain^the plough 
And harrow hang up lasting now; 

An4 to the bagtpipe all address 
Till sleep takes place of wedviness. 

And thus, throughoit, with Christmas pl^'^r . 
.Frolic the full twelve holyd^s. 

XXVI. 

FAIR DAYS ; DAWNS DECLITFI^L. 

Fair was the dawn; and buPe’en now the skies 
Shew’d like to cream, inspiiTd with strawberries: 
But on a sudden all was chang’d and gone, 

7hat smil’d in that first s^eet complexion; 

Then thunder-claps %nd ifglitning did conspire 
tear the world, or set it &11 on dre. 

I 

IVhat! trustee things below, when as we see 
As men. the heavens have their hvDocrisv. 
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XXVII. 

TO DAFFODILS. 

i 

Fair daffodils^ weep to see 
You haste away so soon; 

As yet the earJy-rising sun 
Has not attain’d hisLiioon : 

Stay, stay, r 
Until the hastening day. 

Has run 

But to the even-song; , 

>-nd, having jpray’d together, we 
Will go with you along! 

We have short time to stay, as you; 

We have as shrjrt a spring, 

As quick a growth to meet decay. 

As you, or any thin^: 

We die, 

As your hours Bo; and dry 
' Away 

Like to summer’s rain, 

Or as the pearls of morning dew, 

Ne'er to be found again. 

‘'xxvtii. 

UPON ONE LILLIE, WHO MARRIED WITH A MAXp 

CALLED ROSE. ^ 

What times of sweetness thi^fair day foreshows, 
When as the Lily marries with the Rose I ^ 
What next is look'd for, but we all ^ould see 
To sDrimr from these a sweet uosteritv. 
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XXIX. 

A PASTORAL SUNG TO THE *KIN6. 

M&ntanOf SikiOf and ^riilloy Shepherds 

Mon. Bad are the times. SiU And worse than they 
are we. , ' 

Mon. Troth, bad are bpth; worse fruit, and ill the 
trees; • 

The feast of shepherds fail. Sil. None crowns the 
cJjp ^ 

Of wassail no^, or sets the quintal up: 

And he, who us'd to lead the country rounfl 
l^utliful Mirtillo, here he conils, drown'A. 

AiSbo. Let’s cheer him up. Sil. Behold him weeping 
ripe. 

Mirt. Ah, AmarilUs; farewelt mirth and pipe; 

Siive thou art gon^ no mofc 1 mean to play 
To these smooth lawns, my mirthful roundelay. 

Dear Amarillis! Mon. Hark 1 Sil. Mark I Mirt. This 
^ earth grew sweet 
Wne^e, Amarillis, thou didst thy feet. 

AmSo. Poor pitied youth! Mirt. And here the breath 
^ of kine 

And sheep grew more tweet by that breath jsf thine. 
This flock ^ wool, and this rich lock of hair, 

This ball of cowslips, thAe she gave me here. 

SSl. Words sweet as love itself. Mon, Hark! 
blirt. This way she came, and this way too she went; 
How eaci) thing smells divhiAy redolent 1 
ILfte to a field of beans, whea newly blown, 

O^r like a mesRlow being lately mown. 

Mon, A sweet sad passion- 
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Mrt. In dewy mornings, when she came this way, 
Sweet bents would bow, to give my love the day; 

And when aj; night she folded had her sheep, 

Daisies would shut, and (^losing, sigh and weep. 
Besides (ah me 1) since she went hence to dwell, 

The voice’s daughter, ne’er spake syllable. 

But she is gone. Stl. Mirtillo, tell us whither ? 

Afiri. Where she and 1 shall ifever meet together 
Mon. Fore-fend it Pan; and Pales, do thou please 
To give an end. Mirt. To what ? Silc Sucl). griefs as 


V 


these. 


0 never! Still I may end^are i 
The woondPl suffer, neiier find a cure. c 
Afon. Love, for ihy sake, will bring her to these hijls* 
And dales again. Mirt. No, 1 will languish still; 

And all the while my pa«t shall be to weep; 

And with my sighs call home my bleating sheep; 

And in tlie rind of every comely trbe « * 

I’ll carve thy nan^e, and in that name kiss thee. 

Mon. ‘Set with the sun thy wefes. Sil. The day orrows 

And time it is our full-fbd flocks to fold. 


Chor, The shades grow great^ but greater grows our 
sorrW; 

C? 

But let’g goef^teep 
Our eyes in sleep, 

And meet to weep 
’[Vm^row. 
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XXX. 

CHARON AND PHILOMEL, A DIAL'OQVB SUNO. 

• 

Th. Cliaron! 0 {^entle Charfn! let me woo* thee, 

By tears and pity now to come unto me. 

Ch, What voice so sweet and charming do I hear? 

Say, what thou art. Ph. I pray you first draw near. 
Ch, A sound I Jiear, bu? nothing yet can see, 

Speak where thou art. Ph, 0, Charon pity me! 

1 am a b^d, aiffl though no name I tell, 

My warbling note will say I’fti Philomel. 

Ch, What's tfiat to me, J waft nor fish or 
^or beasts, fond thing, but or^y human souk* 

P/fc* Alas, for me! Ch, Shame on thy witching note, 
That made me thus hoist sail, and bring my boat: 

But I’ll return; what mischief brought thee hither; 
Ph, A deal of love, and milth, much grief together. 
C4.*WbBt’s thy request ? Pk, That since she's now 
beneath 

Who fed my life, I’ll follbw her in death. ' 1. 

C^i^nd is that all? I’m gon« Ph, By loTe,1^ray 
•wthce.^ * 

j 

iCh, Talk not of love; all pray, but few souls pay me. 
Ph, ril give thee voubi and tears. Ch, Can tears pay 
scores 

For mending sails, for paichiBg boat and oars ? 

I’ll beg a penny, or I’ll sing so long, 

1^1 thou shalt say I've paj^ thee with a song. 

Ch. Why, then begin,and albthe while we make 
Our si >thful passage o’er the^Stygian lake, 

*You and I’ll aing to these dull shades merry, 

Who else with tears would doubtless drown my ferry. 
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THE FUlTEXAL RITES OF THE ROBE. 

# 

The rose was sick, ai|i smiling died» 

And, being to be sanctih*d, 

About the bid, theie sighing stood 
The sweet and dow’ry sisterhood. 

Some hung the head, whill some did bring, 
To wash her, watei fiom the spniiff, 

Some laid her forth, while otheis W|>pt, 

But all a solemn last there kept 
sisters, bome among, 

Th« samd dirge a^id trental sung, 

But ah 1 what sweets siiitlt everywhere, 

As htaven had spent all pirfunies tlieie. 

At last, when prayer^ for the dead, 

And rites were all acc^plished, 

They, weepinr, spread a lawnjbloom, 

And closed hei u|Fa8 in a tomb. 


xxxn. 

THE SUCCESSION OF THE FOUR SWEET MONTHS. 

Firo^, April, she with mAlow showers 
Opens the way foi early flowers; 

Then after her ctAnes^smiling May,^ 

)n a more rich and sweet array , 

Next enters June, tkid bungs us more 
Gems then those^vifb that went before; 
Then, lastly, July*comes, and she 
More wealth brings in than all those three. 
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TO VIOLETS. 

Welcome, maids of honour, 

A 

You do bring 
In the spring,* 

And^wait upon her, 

She4ias virgins many, 

Fresh and fam; 

• Yet you are 
More sweet than an]a 

Y’are the Maiden Posies, 

And so grac’d^ 

To be plac’d^ 

*Fore daniask roses. 

Yet though llius respected, 

By and by 
You do lie 

Poor girls, neglected 
xx^ftv. 

FARLWELL FftoST, OR WE^OS^ THE SPRINO* 

Fl^d^re the fi'osts, and now the fields appear 
Hcclothed in fresh and verdane diaper; 

Thaw’d are the snows, and no^'the lusty spring 
Gives (p each mead a neat enamolJing: 
The*palms put fosth their gems, and every tree 
Now swaggers in her leafy gallantry.^ 

£. tVOL. II. 
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The while tJie Daulian minstrel sweetly sinjTs 
With warbling notes her Terrean sufferings, 
What ’gentle winds gprspire ; as if here 
Never bad been the northern plunderer, 

To strip the trees and fields to their distress, 
Leaving them to a pitied nakedness: 

And look, how when a frAitic storm doth tear 
A stubborn oak, or elm, long growing there, 

But lull’d to calmness; then succeeds a breeze, 
That scarcely stirs the nodding leaves of trees: 
■^hw^^n this war, whicff, tempcst-ljke, doth spoil 
Oflr salt, our cori\, our honey, wine, and ofl. 

Falls to a temper, and doth mildly cast * 

His inconsiderate frenzy oiT, at last; 

The gentle dove m^y, when these turmoils cease, 
Bring in her bill onc$^ more the branch of peace. 


XXXV. 


TO FLOWERS. 

Ir 

In time of life 1 grac’d you with my verse, 

Do now your flowery honours to my hearse. 
Y6u shall not languish^ trust me; virgins here 
Weeping, shall «make >ou flourish all the year. 
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XXXIIT. 
LAnn. 


No more shall I, since 1 am driven lienco, 
Devote to thee my {jrains of frankincense ; 

No more shall I fropi mantle-trees hang down 
To honour thee, my little parsley-crown ; 

No more shall 1.1 fear me, to |hee bring 
My chives of garlic for an offering; 

No more shall I, from henceforth, hear a choir 
Of merry crickets hy my*-couiitiy fire ; 

Go where I will, thou lucky Larr, stay here, 
Warm by a glitt’riiig chimney all the year. 
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XXXVII. 

THE VaIKTES. 

If y« will with Mab find grace, 

. Set each platter in his place ; 

Rake the fire up, and get 
Water in, ere sun be set.* 

Wash your pai^s and efbanse your dairies, 
arc loathsome to tlic fj^irics; 

Sweep your house; who doth not so, 

Mab will pinch her l^y the toe. 


XXXVIII. 

lark’s portion •and the poet’s fart. 

At my homely country-seat, 

1 Imvp there a little wheat, 

Which 1 work to ng^eal, and make 
Therewithal ^holy»Mkc; 

Part of which I give jto Larr, 

Part js my peculiar. 
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XXXIX. 

THE F41RY TRMFLE; OR OBERON’S CHAPEL. 
DEDICATED TO MR. JORN MEARIFIELD, COUNSELLOR AT L\W. 

Rare temples thou hast seen I know, 

And rich for in and outward show; 

Survey this chapel, built alone 
Without or lime, or wood, or stone. 

Then say if one thou hast seen mo"e fine 
Than this, the fairies once, now thine. 

THE TEMPLE. 

A way enchased with glass and heads 
There is, that to the chapel leads; 

Whose structure, foi' his holy rest; 

Is here the halcyon’s carious nest, 

Into the which who looks shall see 
His temple of idolatry. 

Where he of god-heads libs such store, 

As Rome’s Pantheon had not more. 

His house of Himrnon this he calls, 

Girt with small bones, instead of walls. 

First, in a niche, more black than jet, 

His idol cricket there is set; 

Then in a polish’d eval<by, 

There stands his idol beetle-fly; 

Next, in an arch, akin to this, 

His idol canker seat:^'? is. 

Then in a round, is nlaced by these 
liis golden god, Caiitharides; 
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So til at* where’er ye look, ye see 
No capital, no cornice free, 

Or frieze, from this fine frippery. 

Now this the fairies would have known, 
Theirs is a mix’d relip^ioif; 

And sonie have heard the elves it call 
Part pa^mn, part papistical. 

If unto me all tongpfs were granted, 

I could not^speak the saints here painted. 
Saint Tit, saint Nit, saint Is, saint Itis, 

Who ^gainlt IVIab’s state placed here right is 
Saint Will-o’-th*-wisp ofho great bigness, 
But alias t:all’d here fahius ignis. 

SainfcFrip, saint Trij>, sain^Fill, saint Filly, 
^^either those other saint-ships will I 
Here go about for to recite 
Their number, almost infinite; 

Which, one by one, hert set down are 
fn this most curious calendar. 

First, at the entrance to the gate, 

A little puppet-priesf doth wait, 

Who squeaks to all the coniors there, 

Favour your tongues, who enter here. 

Pure hands bring hither without stain: ” 

A second pules, “ IJence, hence, profang.'* 
Hard by i’ the shell of hal{a nut 
The holy water there ■ put ; 

A little brush of squirrel’s hairs, 

Composed of odd not evpn pairs 
Stands in the phittg^, or nJbse by, 

J'o purge the fairy familv.. 
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Near to the altar stands the priest. 

There offering up the holy grist; 
Ducking in mood and perfect tense, 
With (much good do't him) reverence. 
The altar is not heA; four-square, 

Nor in a form triangular; 

Nor made of glass, or wood, or stone. 

But of a little tmnsversq^ bone ; 

Which hoys and bruckled children call 
(Playing for points and pins') cocUall; 
Whose linen drapery is u thin, 

Subtle, and ductiIe‘cod^in*s skin ; 

Which o'er the board is smootlily i^pread . 
With little seal-work damasked. 

The fringe that circumbinds it, too. 

Is spangle work of trembling dew, 

W'’hich gently glear.^ing, makes a show, 
Like frost-work glittl'ring on the snow 
Upon this fetuous board doth stand 
Something for shew-bread, and at hand 
(Just in the middle of rtie altar) 

Upon an end, tiR? fairy psalter, 

Graced with the trout-fly's curious wings, 
W'hich serve for watcliet ribandings. 

Now. we must know, the#.elves are led 
Kight by the rubrick which they read: 

And if report of thcinohe true, 

They have their text for what they do ; 

Ay, and their book pf canons too. 

And, as Sir Thon*^ Pari^ori tells, 

They have their book of articles; 
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AncUif that fairy knight not lies, 

Tlicy have their book of homilies; 

And other scriptures, that design 
A short but righteous discipline. 

The bason stands the iftard upon 
To take the free oblation : 

A little pindust, which they bold 
More precious th;jn we prize our gold ; 
Which c\jarity they give to many 
Poor of the parish, if theie’p any. 

IJpgii thC ends of these neat rails, 

Hatch’d with the silvei'Iig/it of snails, 
i"he elt^cs, in formal manner, fix 
Two pure and holy candlesticks, 

In either which a tall small bcj^ 

Burns for the altar’s ornament. 

For sanctity, they bave*to these 
Their curious copes and surplices 
04’ cleanest cobweb, hanging by 
In their religious vestry. 

They have their afli-pans and their broomtl, 
To purge the chapel and ilie rooms; 

Their many mumbling mass-priests here, 
And many a dapper chorister; 

Their ushering vergers here likewise, 

Their canons and their chanteries; 

Of clofster-monks tfeey jjave enow, 

Ay, and their Abbey-lubbers too. 

And it their legend do not lie, 

They much affect the^njpacy; 

And since the h^st is dead, there's hope 
£lve Bmiifdce sliall next he pope. 
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Thoy have {heir cups and chalices, 

Their pardons and indulgences, 

Their beads of nits, bells, books, and wax 
Candles^ forsooth, and, other knacks; 

Their holy oil, their fiisting spittle. 

Their sacred salt here, not a little. 

Dry cliij)s, old shoes, rags, grease, and bones, 
Beside their fumigations, » 

To drive the devil from the cod-pie<*e 
Of the friar, of work an odd-piece. 

Many a trifle, too, and trinket, 

And for what use, scarce man would think it. 
Next then, upon the chanter’s side 
An a])ple’s core is Hung up dried, 

With rattling kernels, which is rung 
To call to morn and even-song. 

The saint, to whom life most he prays 
And oilers incense niglfis and days, 

The lady of the lob^ster is, ‘ 

Whose foot-pace he doth stroke and kiss, 
And humbly chives of salfron brings, 

For his most cheerful oflerings. 

When after these he’s paid his vows, 

He lowly to tlie altar bows; 

And thyn he dons the silkw^trm’s shed, 

Like a Turk’s turbay on his head, 

And reverently deptvrtetfc thence, 

Hid in a cloud of frankincense; 

And by the glow-worm’s light well guided, 
Goes to the feast tha^ now^rovided. 
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XL. 

oberon’s feast. 

” Shapcot! to thee the faly state 
1 with discretion dedicate ; 

Because thou prizest things that are 
Curious and unfamiliar. 

Take first the feast? these dishes gone; 
We*U see the Fairy court anon.” 

A litfle mushroom-tabic .spread, 

After short prayers ftiey set on bread, 
A moon-parch’d grain of ji^irest wheat 
Witft some small glitl’ring grit, to eat 
' His choice bits with ; then in a trice 
They make a feast less gjeat than nice. 
But all this while his e^c is serv’d 
must not think his ear was starv’d ; 
But that there was in place*to stir 
His spleen, the chirjnng grashopper, 
The merry cricket, puling flie, 

The piping gnat for minstrelsy. 

And now, we must imagine first, 

The elf is present to quench his thirst, 
A pure seed-pearl^f infant dew, 
Broughttand beswcetcncd*in a blue 
And pregnant violet ;*whfch done. 

His kitten eyes begin to run 
Quite through the table, where he spies 
The horns of papw butifflies, 
iOf which be eats ; and tactes a little 
Of that w» call the cuckoo’s spittle; 
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A little fuzball pudding stands 

iiot blessed by his hands, 

That was too coarse; but then forthwith 
He ventures boldly*on the pith 
Of sugared rush, and eats the sag 
And well bestrutted bees* sweet bag; 
Glad’ning his palate with some store 
Of emits’ eggs; what would he more ? 
liut beards of mice, a newt’s stew’d thigh, 

A bloated earwig, and a die; 

With the red«cap’(| worm, that’s shut 
Within the concave of*a nut, r 
lirown as his tooth. A little moth, 

Late fatten’d in a piece of cloth; 

With withered cherries, mandrakes’ ears, 
Moles* eyes ; to these the slain stag's tears; 
The unctuous dewlaps of a snail, 

The broke heart of a nightingale 
O’ercome in music; with a wine 
Ne’er ravish’d from the flattering vine, 

But gently press’d from the soft side 
Of tlib most sweet and dainty bride, 

Brought in a dainty daisy, which 

He fully quaffs up to bewitch 

His blood to height; thib done, commended 

Grace by his pricSit: the feast is e^ded. 
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ORERON'S r|LACE. 

After the feast, my Shapeot, see 
The Fairy court 1 give to tlice; 

"Where we*ll present our Oberon led 
Half tipsy to the Fairy bed, 

Where Mab he finds, who there doth lie 
Not without iflicklc majesty. 

Which done, and thencc.reirrov'd the light, 
WeMl^ish b&th them and thee good night. 

. Full as 3 bee with thyme, and red 
As'cherry harvest, now high fed 
For lust and action ; on he’ll go 
To lie with Mub, though all say no. 

Lu^ has no ears; lie’s sharp as thorn, 

And fretful, carries hay in’s honn, 

And lightning in his eyes; and flings 
Among the elves, if mov’d the stings 
Of peltife'li wasps; we’ll know his guard; “ 
Kings, though they’re hated, will be fear’d^ 
^Vine lead him on. Thus to a grove, 
Sometimes devoted uirto love, 

Tinsel’d with twilight, he ainkthcy 
Led by the shine of snailf, a <iray 
Jl^t with their numerous feet, which by 
M^ny a neat perplexity, 

Many a turn, and maity a dffllis- 
Tra«k, they redeem a bank of moss 
^Ipongy and swelling, and far more 
Soft than the finest Leinster ore; 
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Mildly disparkling, like those fires 
Which break from the enjewel’d tires 
Of curious brides: or iike those mites 
Of candid dew in moony nights. 

. Upon this convex, all the (lowers 
N ature begets by th’ sun and showers. 

Are to a wild digestion brought, 

As if Love’s sampler here was wrought; 

Or Citherca's ceston, which 
All with temptation dojth bewitch, 

Sweet airs move here, and more divine 
Madti,by the breath /^)f great ey*d kine, ^ 
Who, as they low, empearl with milk 
The four-leav’d grass, or moss-like silk. 

The breath of monkicS) met to mix 
With musk-flics, are th’ aromatics 
Which scents this arch ; and here and there- 
And further off, and*everywhere 
/riiroughout that brave Mo^ic yard, 

Those picks or diamonds in the card; 

With pips of hearts, of club and spade, 

Arc here/'most neatly interlaid. 

Many a counter, many a die, 

Half rotten, and without an eye, 

Lies hereabouts; and for to )tavc 
Tile excellency of this'eave, 

Squirrels’ and children’s teeth late shed, 

Are neatly here enchequered, 

With brownest toadstofles, and the gum 
’That shines upon the bluer plum. 

The nails fallen olf by whitlows: Art*?j 
Wise hand enchasing here those warts, 
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Which we to others (trom ourselves) 

Sell, and broufjht hither by the elves. 

The tempting ujole, stuietffroin the neck 
or the shy virgin, seems to deck 
The holy entvance; where within, 

The room is hung with the blue skin 
or shifted snake; enticez’d throughout 
M ith eyes oH peacock’s trains, and trout- 
Tiies’ curioi^s wings; and these among 
'i'hose »ilver-pence, that cut the tongue 
or the red ;nfant, neatly hung 
I'lnfglowworm’s eyes, tlie shjning scales 
Orsil^fry fish, wheat-straws, the snails 
Soft candle-light, the kitten’s eyne, 
Corrupted wood, serve here for shine. 

No glaring light of bold-faVd day, 
other over radiant ray, 

Itansacks tins room; but what weak beams 
('an make reflected from these gerosi 
And multiply; such is the light, 
ifnt ever doubtful, day or niglit. 
liy this quaint taper-light, he winds 
His errorR up ; and now he finds 
His moon-tanii’d Mftb, as somewhat sicl«^ 
And, love Arrows, tender asti chick. 

Upon six plump dandeffons,* high- 
itear’d, lies her elfish majesty, 

Jrt^hose woolly-Imbbles seem’d to drown 
Her Mabship in ob^ienl^wn; 

I'W either sheet was spreaththe caul 
'1 hat doth the infant face entlrral, 
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When it is born, by some enstyl'd 
The lucky omen of the child; 

And next to these» two blankets o'er* 
Cast of the finest gossamer; 

•And then a rug of carded wool, 

Which, spungc-like, drinking in the dull 
Light of the moon, seem'd to comply, 
Cloud-like, the dainty Deity. 

Thus soft she lies; and overhead 
A spinner's circle is bespread 
With cobweb curtains; from the roof 
So neatly sunk, as tbrt no proof 
Of any tackling can declare 
What gives it hanging in the air, 
riic IVinge about this, are those threads 
Broke at the loss of maidenheads; 

And all behutig with these pure pbarls, 
Drop'd from the eyes*of ravish’d girls, 

Cr writhing brides, when, panting, they 
Give unto love the straighter way. 

For music now, he has the cries 
Of feigned lost virginities; 

The winch the elves make to excite 
A more uh&onquered appetite, 

The king's undress'd; and now upon ^ 
The gnat’s watchword tlie elves arc gone*. 
And now the bed. and Mab possess’d 
Of this great little kingly^uest; 

We’ll nobly think, what^s to bd done 
He’ll do no doubt: This flax is spun. 
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xr.ii. 

* 

Tlir. BEGOAR TO MAD, -fllE FAIRY QUf^EN. 

Plcasft your grace, from out your store 
Give au alius to one that's poor, 

That your u^kle piay have more. 

Black I’l^ grown for want of meat, 

Give me tlien an aut to cat, 

Or the dJft car of a mouse 
Over-sour’d in drink of souse; 

Ui\ sweet lady, reach to me 
Th(k abdomen of a bee; 

Or commend a cricket's hip, 

Or his huckson, to iny scrip ; 

Give for bread a little btt 
Of a piece tha^ *gins to chit, 

•And my full tlianks take foj it. 

Flour of fuz-balls, that’s too good 
For a man in needj^bood; 

•But the meal of mill-dust ftin 
Well content a craving man; 

Ally oats the elves refuse 
Well will serve tb^ beggar’s use. 

But if this may seem too much 
For an alms, then gi\* mo such 
Little bits fbat nestle there 
Jn the pris’ner's pannier. 

So a blessing ligbt^upoii^ 

You and migbtv Oberon;, 
l"hat your jilenty last till when 
1 return your alms again. 

VOL. II. 
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XLtll. 

Tll,»i: HA«. 

Ip 

I’lie hag is astride, 

This night for to ride, 

The devil and she togethei*^^ 

Through thick and Ihraigh thin, 
Now out, and then in, 

Though ne’er so foul be the weather. 

^ A thorn or a burr 
She takes tor a spur ; 

With a lush of a bramble she rides now, 
Through brakes and througli briars, 
O’er ditches'and uiiros, 

She follows the spirit th|tt guides now. 

No beast, for his food, 

Ik 

Dares now range the wood, 

But hush’d in' his lair he lies lurking; 
While mischief, by tliese, 

On land and on seas, 

A^noon of night are f.und working. 

The storm* will arise, 

And trouble the skies, 

This night; and, more for the wonder, 
The gliostTrom tl«j tomb 
AiFrighteibshall come, 

Call’d out by the clap of the thunder. 
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XLIV. 

A HYMN TO I^IE LARES. 

It WRvS, and still my care is. 

To worship ye, the Lares, 

With crowns of greenest parsley, 

And garli|fl^vcf; not scarcely ; 

For fav^junWere to warm me, 

And not by fire to harm me ; 

For glabiding so my hearth here 
With inolfeiisive mirth* here; 

•That while the wassail bowl here 
Wjtli North-down ale doth trowl here, 
No syllrablc doth fall here. 

To mar the mirth at all here. 

For which, O chimney*keepers ! 

I dare not cajl ye sweepers, 

So long as I am able 
To keep a country table, 

Great be my fare, small cheer, 
ril eat and drink up all lN;re. 

XLV. 

TO THE LfTTLE SPINNERS. 

Ye pretty housewivt^ would ye know 
The wbrk that I would put ye to ? 
This, this it should be, for to spin 
A lawn for me, s<^fine1fRd thin, 

,As it might serve me fortny skin. 

For crueljovc has me so whip’d, 

That of my skin I am all strik’d, 
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And shall despair that any art 
Can ease the rawness or the smart, 
Unless you skin ap-'iiii each part. 
Which mercy, if you will hut do, 

1 call all maids to witness to 
What here 1 promise, that no broom 
Shall now, or ever afterccoijdjjj^ 

To wrong a Spinner or her nRi., 


THE GENIUS'OF *HIS HOUSE. 

Comin..nd the roof, g^cat Genius, and from thcMicc 
Into this house plbur down thy influence, 

That through each room a golden pipe may run ' 
Of living water by the benizon; 

Fulfill the larders, and by strength’utpg bread 
Be evermore thy bins replenished. 

Next, like a bishop,‘ consecrate my ground, 

That lucky fairies here may^ dance their round ; 
And, after that, lay down some silver pence. 

The master’s charge and care to recompense ; 
Charm then the chambers; make the beds for case, 
More than for peevish pining sicknesses; 

Fix the foundation fast, and the roof 
Grow old with time, bat keep weatl. cr-proof. 

XLVll. 

jllE DEPARTURE OF THE GOOD DAEMON. 

Wliat can I do ip poetry, 

Now the good spirit’s gone from me ? 

Why nothing now, but lonely sit, 

And over-^redd what 1 have writ. 



CHARMS AND CEREMONIES. 
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XliVIIl. 


c 

l> 1 V I N A T r O M BY A 1) A T F O IH L 

When a lUJTodil I see, 
llanjfiiij' down's head towards me, 
Guess 1 may wlial 1 may b”?: 
b'iist, I shall decline my head, 
Secondly, 1 b}iall be dead, 

Lastly, safely buned. 
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XLIX. 

* 

THE pftTER-rENNY. 

I'Yesh strowinji^s ^llow 
To my sepulchre now, 

To make my lodging the sweeter; 
A stuff or a w^ind, 

Put^hen ill my hand, 

With a penny to pay St. Peter. 

Who hasmot a cross, 

Must sit with th^ loss, 

And no whit further must venture; 
Since the porter he 
W'ill pajd have his fee, 

Or else not one there must enter. 

9 • 

, Who at a ^ead lift. 

Can’t send, for a gift, 

A pig to the prics^for a roaster, 
Shull hl^ar his clerk say, 
iiy yea and by*Tiay, 

No^icnriy, no patcr-noster. 
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CEREMONIES FOR CHRISTMAS. 

Come, brings with a noise, 

My merry merry boys, 

The Christmas log to tlie firing; 
While my good dame, she 
Bids ye all be tree, 

And drink to your heart’s desiring. 

With the last year’s bratid 
Light the neW'block, and 
For good success in his spending, 
,On your psaltrics i)lay, 
ibhat sweet luck may 
Come while the log is a tending. 

I 

Drink now the stroijg beer, 
Cut the whit^loaf here. 

The while the meat is^ shredding; 
For the rare mince-pie, 

And th^ plums stand by, 

To fill the paste thai’s a kneading. 


LI. 

A CHARM, OR AN'yil.LAY FOR LOVE. 

If SO be a toad be laid 
fn a sheep's sAi’n newly flayed, 
And that tied to man, ’twill sever 
Him and his airpctions ever. 
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LII. 

THE WAR^IL. 

Give way, give way, ye gates, and win 
An easy blessing to your bin 

And basket, by our ent’ring in. 

• 

May both yith manchet stand replete, 

Your larders, too, so hung with meat, 

That thou thousand, thousand eat. 

Yet ere twelve moons*shall whirl about 
Tlfcir silv’ry spheres, there’% none may dosbt 
But iiSore’s sent hi than was serv’d^ut. 

Next, may your dairies prosper so, 

As that your pans no cbbiinay know; 

But if they do, |he more to flow. 

• 

Like to a solemn sobef stream, 

Bank’d all with liuesa and the cream 
pf sweetest cowslips filling tjiem. 

Then may your plants be press’d with fruit, 
Nor bee or hive you have be mute, 

But sweetly soundii^ like a lute. 

Next, may your duck and fecmiiig hen. 

Both to the cock’s treaa say, amen ; 

•And for their two eggs render ten, 

*Iiast, may^our harj^ows,«*hares, and ploughs, 
\our stacks, your stocks, y«ur sweetest mows, 
All prosper^by your virgin-vows, 
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Alas! we bless, but see none herV, ' 

That brings us either ale or beer; 

In a dry-house alj^ things are near. 

Let’s leave a longer time to wait, 

Where rust and cobwebs bind the gate ; 
And all live here with needy fate; 

f 

Where chimneys do for ever weep, 

For want of warmth, and stomachs keep 
With noise the servants’ eyes frem sleep. 

It is in vain to sing, hr stay 
Pur free feet h^yre, but we’ll away ; 

Yet to the lares this we’ll say: 

Tlie time will come, when you’ll be sad, 
And reckon this for fortune bad, 

T’ave lost the good ye might have had. 

CEREMONIES EOIV. CANDLEMAS EVE* 

Down with Rosemary and bays, 

Down with the misletoe 
Instead of holly, now upraise 
The gpreener box, for show. 

The holly hithertq did sway; 

Let box now domineer, 

Until tlie dancing Easter-day 
Or Easter^§^evc appear. 

Then youthful) box, which now hath grare 
Your houses to renew, 

Grown old, sunender must liis place 
Unto the cris]>cd yew. 
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When yew is out, then birch comes in, 

A nd many flowers licside, 

Doth of a fresh and fra|rrant kin 
To honour Whitsuntide. 

Green rushes tlion, and sweetest bents, 

With cooler oaken boughs, 

Come in for comeJy ornaments, 

To fe-adorn the house. 

Thus times doashift; each thing liis turn docs hold; 
New things succeed as former things grow old. 

LIV. 


THE CEREMONIES FOR CANDLEMAS DAY. 

t 

Kindle the Christmas brand, and then 
Till sunset let it burn; 

Which quench’d, then lay it up again, 
'rill Christmas next return. 

Part must be kept,^’herewith to tend 
The Christinas log next year; 

And where it is safely kept, the fiend 
Can do no mischief there. 


DRAfV-G^OVES. 

At Draw-gloves we’ll play, 

* prithee let’s lay 
and Jut it flS this j 
Who first to the sflra 
Of*twenty shall come, 

Shall have for his winning kiss. 
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CEUEMONY rrC/N CANDLEMAS EVE. 

DowA with the rolemnry, and So 
Down with the bays and niisleCoc ; ' 
Down with the Iiolly, ivy, all 
Wherewith ye dress’d the Christinas hall; 
That so the superstitions find 
No one least branch there left bnlniidj 
For look, how many leaves therc.be 
Neg^lected there, maids, trust to me, 

So many*gobIins you Shall see. 


LVJI. 


Ul’ON CANDLEMAS DAY. 

End now the white-loaf and the pie, 
And lot all sports with Christmas die. 


THE OLIVE’ IJIlANCIl. 

Sadly 1 walk’d within the field, 

To see what comfort it wo’d yield ; 

And as 1 went my private way, 

Afi olive branch before me lay; 

And seeing it,*l made j stay, * 

And took it up, and view’d it; tljcn 
Kissing the omen, said, ameu ; 

Be, be it so, and let this be 
A divination unto me f 
That in short time my woes shall cease, 
And love shall crown my end frith peace. 
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L1X. 


rHRISTM4S-EVE, anotheh ceremony. 

Come, pfuard this night t]fe Christmas»pie, 
'J'h.it the ihief, though ne’er so sly, 

With his ilcsh*hooks, don’t conic nigh 

To catch it. 

From hinij^who all alone sits there, 
Having his eyes still in his ear, 

And a deaf of nightly fear. 

To waV^h it. 


LX. 

THE sriiLL. 

Holy water come and bring , 

Cast in salt for seasoning; 

Set the brush for sprinkling ; 
Sacred spittle bring yc»liither; 
Meal and it nojv mix together ; 
And a little oil to either: 

Give the tapers here their light; 
Uvig tlio saints’ bell, to aflVight 
Far from hence the evil sprite. 

LXl. 

ANOTHER. 

WassjA^he trees, that they may bear 
You many a plum ani^many a pear; 
For more or less tiuits they will bring, 
As you 4o give ihem wassailing. 
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LXII. 


TWELFTH NIGHT, OR KING AND QUEEN. 

• <r 

Now, now the mirth comc.^, 

With the cake full of plums, 

Where bean’s the king of the spoil here ; 
Beside we must know, 

The pea also < 

Must revel as queen in the coqrt here. 

Bcb^in then to q|ioose, 

This night as you use, 

' Who shall foi the present delight here; 
Be a king by the lot, 

And who shall not 

Be twelfth-day oueen for the night here. 

Which known, let us^makc 
Joy-sopsi with the cake; 

And let not a man then be seen here. 
Who unurg’d will not drink, 

To the base from the brink, 

A health to the king and the queen here. 

Next crown the h^^wl full 
With gende lambs’ wool; 

Add sugar, nutmeg^ and ginger, 

With store of ale too ; 

And thus ye must do 
I'o make the wa^^il a swinger.# 

Give then ^o the king 
And queen wassailing; 
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And tlioii|;h with ale^yc be wet here, 

Yet part ye from hence, 

As free from oiTcnclb, 

As when ye innocent met here. 

Lxiir. 

SAINT distaff’s l)AYJ»OR, THE MORROW AFTER 

TWELFTH DAY. 

IMrtly work and partly play 
Ye must on St. Distaff’s day'; 

From the plough so!>n free your Jeam, 

Then come home and fothgr them. 

If tde maids a spinning go, 

* Burn the flax, and fire the tow; 

Scorch their plackets, but beware 
That ye singe no maidifti-hair. 

^Bring in ])iuls*of water then, 

Let the maids bewush the i;ncn: 

Give St. Distaff all the right, 

Then bid Christmas sport gooil night; 

And next morrow, every oilc 
To his own vocation. 

A 

txiv. 

CHARMS.* 

» 

TA»t the superstitious wife, 

Near the eliiUl's lieart lay a knife; 

Point be up and haft down; 

While she gossipS in the^town, 

This, ’mongst other mystic charms, 
iveeps till* sleeping child from barms. 
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LXV. 

THE MAY-POLE. 

I 

V 

The May-pole is up, 

Now give me the cup ; 
ril drink to the garlands around it 
But first unto those 
Whose hands did compose 
The glory of flowers that crown’d it. 

health to my girls, 

Vf^hosc husbands may earls, 

Or lords be,' granting my wishes; . 
And when that ye wed 
To the bridal bed, 

Then multiply all like to fishes. 


A SONG«TO THE MASKERS. 

Come down, and dance ye in the toil 
Of pleasures, to a heat; 

But if to moisture, lot the oil 
Of roses be your sweat. 

Not only to yourselves assume 
These sweets,®but let them fly 

From this to that, aiid so perfume , 

E’en all the standers by. 

As goddess Isis, ^cn she went 
Or glided throja^ the street; 

Made all that touch’d her, with her scent, 
And whom she touch’d turn sweet 
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LXVII. 

CHAR sJ. 

Briiijr the holy crust of bresd ; 

Lay it underneath the head 
'Tis a certain cli^irm to keep 
Hags away, while children sleep. 

LXVIII. 

ANOTHER CHARM TOR STABLE.S. 

'Hang up hooks and sheai.R to scare 
Hence the hag, that rides the marc, 

Till they be all over wot 
With the mire and the sweat 
This observ’d, the manes, shall be, 

Of your hors*eB all knot free. 

LXIX. 

ON HIMSELF. 

One car tingles ; some there be 
Tha^are snarling now at me : 

Be they those that Homer bit, 

1 will give them thanks for it. 

LXX. 

BARLEY-BREAK; OR LAST IN HELL. 

We two are last in heil; what may we fear, 
Jfoliie tormented, or kept pris’ners here? 

Alas 1 if kissiiig be of plagues the worst, 

We’U wish, in hell we had been last and first 

G.* VOL. II. 
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LXXT. 

Ill ARM. 

In the morning when ye rise 
Wash your hands and cleanse your eyes; 
Next, be sure ye have a care 
To disperse the water f&r; 

For as far as that doth light, 

So far keeps the evil sprite. 

LXXIl. 

p 

ANOTHER TO THE MAIDS. 

Wash your hands, or else the fire* 
Will not tend to your desire ; 
Unwash’d hands, ye maidens, know 
Dead the fire,*:hough ye blow. 

LXXIII. 

ANOTHER. 

This lil tell ye by the way. 

Maidens wAen ye leavens lay, 

Cross your dough, and your disjiatch 
Will be belter for your batch. 

a LXXIV. 

ANOT^llER. 

If ye fear to be affrighted. 

When ye are, by chance, benighted; 

In your pocket, tor a trust, 

Carry nothing but a crust; 

For that holy piece of bread t 
Cliarms tl^c danger, and the dread. 
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LX,V. 


THE OLD wives’ PRAYER. 


Holy-rood, come forth and shield 
Us i’ th’ city«and the field j 
Safely guard us, now and aye, 
From the blast that burns by day; 
And those sounds that us allright 
*In the dead ofilampish night; 
Drive all hurtful fiends us fro*, 
^By the time the cocks*first crow. 


LXX^I. 

THE PARVING VERSE, TO MRS. BRIDGET LOWMAN 
THE FEAST THERB ENDED. 

Loth to depart, but yet last each one 
Back must now go to’s habitatidh; 

Not knowing thus much, when we once do sever, 
^Vhethci or^o that wc shall meet here ever. 

4s for myself, since time a thousand cares* 

And griefs hath fill’d upon ni)b silver hairs, 

*Tis to be doubted whethet I next year, 

Or no, shall«give you a re-meeting here. 

I f tfie I must, then my last vow shall be, 

Yofl’ll with a tear or two rciwcmber me, 

Your sometime poet; i)ut if fafips do give 
Me longer dale, and more fresh springs to live; 

Oft as your fielfl shall her old age renew, 
Herrio^shall make the meadow-vefse for you. 
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liXXVlI. 

r 

TO DIANEME. A CEREMONY IN GLOUCESTER. 

I’ll to tliee a simnel bring,, 

^Gainst thou go’st a mothering; 

So that when she bless<^th thee, 

Half that blessing thou’lt give me. 


LXXVIIl. 

THE BELL'-MAN. 

From noise of scare-fires rest ye frcci,'' 
From murders Benedicitc; 

From all mischancer that may fright 
Your pleasing slumbers in tlxs nighty 
Mercy secure yc^ all, and keep 
The goblin from ye, while ye sleep. 
Past one o’clock, and ahnost two, 

My masters all, ** Good day to you." 



EPITAPHS. 
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UPON A V 


G 1*M, 


Here a Holenin fast we keep, 

Wliilu al] beauty lies asleep, 
Hush'd be all things, no noise here 
But the toiling a tear; 

Or a sigh of such as bring 
Cowslips for her covering. 
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LXXX. 

HIS OWN EPITAPH. 

• ^ 

•As weary pilgrhns once possess'd 
Of long’d for lodging, go to rest; 

So I, now having rid my way, 

Fix here my button’d staff and stay; 
Youth, I confess, hath^e misled, 

But age hath«brought me right to bed. 

LXXXI. 

UPON HIS KINSWOMAN, MRS. M. 8. 

Here lies a virgin, and as sweet 
As e’er^was wrapt in winding sheet; 

Her name, if next you would have kj^own 
The marble speaks it Mary Stone; 

Who dying in her bl(jpming years. 

This stpne, for name’s sake, melts to tears. 
If, fragrant virgins, you'll but keep 
A fast, while jets and mrbles weep. 

And, praying, str^ some roses on h^r, 
bun’ll do my niece abundant honour. 
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LXXXII. 

UPON VRLW, HIS MAID. 

Iq this little u a is laid 
Prudence Baldwin, once iny maid; 
From whose ha}ipy spark here let 
Spring jin ]purplc violet. 

LXXXIII. 

UPON AN OLD MAN, A RESIDENTIARY* 

Tread, sirs, as lightly as ye can 
Upon the grave of this old man. 

Twice forty, hating hut bne year. 

And thrice three weeks, he lived htA'e; 
Whom gentle fate translated hence 
To a more happy residence. 

Vet, reader, let T«ie tell thee this, 

Which from his ghost a pfomise is. 

If here ye wi]l some few tears shed, 
He’ll never haunt ye now he’s dead. 

LXXXIV. 

UPON TUB MUCH LAMENTED MR. J, WARR. 

What wisdom, learning, wit, or worth. 
Youth or sweet nature could bring forth, 
Rests here with him, who was the fame, 
The volume of himself and name. i 
If reader, then thou wilt draw near, 

And do an honour to thy tear; 

Weep then for him, for whom laments 
Not one, but many monuments. 
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LXXXV. 

UPON A VIRGIN. 


Spend harmless shade, t|^y nightly hours, 
Selecting here both herbs and flowers; 

Of which make garlands here and there, 

To dress thy silent sepulchre. 

Nor do thou fear the want a||||||Kse 

In everlasting projierties j 

Since we •fresh strewings will bring hither, 

Far faster than the first can wither. 


LKXXVI. 
ifpON A UA|D. 

Here she lies, in bed of spice, 

Fair as Eve in paradise; 

For her beauty it was such, 

Poets could not praise too much. 
Virgins come, and in a ring ^ 

Her supremest requieril sing; 

Then depart, but see ye tread 
Lightly, lightly o’er the dead. 

LXXXVIl. 

UPON ^lE LADV CREW. 

This stone can tell the story of my life, 

What was my birth, to*whom I was a wife; 

Jn teeming years how soon my sun was set, 
•Where now I rest, these may be known by jet; 
For other things, n^y maffy children be 
Vie best and truest chronicles of me. 
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I.XXXVIII. 

UPON A MAID. 

Gone bhe is a long, long way, 

13ut she has d'brrced a day 
Back to come and make no stay, 

So we keep, till her return 
Here, Uilashes, or her urn. 

LXXXIX. 

UPON A CHILD. 

Here a pretty ba{>y lies 
Sung asleep with lull ibics; 

Pray be silent, and not stir 
The easy earth that covers her. 

xc. 

UPON A WIFE THAT dIeD MAD WITH JEALOUSY, 

In tfts little vault she lies, 

Here, with all her jculoubics; 

Quiet yet, but if ye make 
Any noise, they both will wake; 

And such spirits raise, *twill then 
Trouble death to lay again. 

xci. 

UPON A YOUNO MOTHEi: OF MANY CHILDREN. 

Let all chaste matrons, wlicn they chance to see 
My numerous isbue, praise and })it> me. 

Praise me lor having such u Ruithil womb; 

Pity me too, who louiul mi soon a lomb. 
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xcy. 

UPON A mSiD that died THE DAY SHE WAS 

MAIUIIED. 

That morn which saw me made a bridt, 
The evening' witness’d that I died. 

Those holy lights, wherewith they guide 
Unto the bed the baj^hful brid^ 

Serv’d but as tapers, for to burn, 

And light my reliques to their urn. 

This epitaph, which here you sec, 

Supply'd the epithulainy. 

I 

XCIII. 

AN EPITAPH UPON A SOBER MATRON. 

With blameless carriage 1 lived here, 

To th’ almost seven and fortieth year. 

%out sons 1 hatl, and those twice three, 
Olio only daughter lent to : 

The which was made a happy bride, 

But thrice three moSns before she died. 

My modest wedlock, that w^s known 
Contented with the bed of one. 

AIV. 

UPON Ills SPANI|L TRACY. 

Now thou*art dead, no eye shall ever see, » 
bkir shape and service. Spaniel, like to thee. * 
This shall my love di», giv^ rhy sad death one 
Tour, that deservos of me <i million. 
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xcv. 

> 

17PON A LADY THAT DIED IN CHILD-DEI, AND LEFT 
A DArGHTER BEHIND HER. 

I I 
1 

Ab gilly-flowers do but Btay 
To blow, and seed, and so away, 

So you, sweet lady, sweet as May, 

The garden’s glory, liv’d awhile, 

To lend the world your scent and smile: 
But when your own fair print was set 
Once in a virgin flosciilet. 

Sweet as yourself, and newly b’own, 

To give that lifej resign’d your own ; 

But so, as still the mother’s power 
Lives in the pretty lady-ilower. 

xcvi. 

UF^rN A CHILD. 

Virgins promis’d when I dy’d. 

That they would each primrose-tide, 

Duly morn and evening come, 

And witivflowers dress my tomb. 

Having promised, pay your debts. 

Maids, ajid here strew violeu. 

xcvii. 

< 

UPOFl A MAID. 

Hence a blessed soul is fled. 

Leaving here the body dead ; 

Which, since hbre th^ry can’t combine 
For the saint;' we’ll keep the shrine. 
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XCVIII. 

UPON A CHILD THAT DIED* 

Here she lies, a pretty bud, 

Lately made of flesh and blood; 

Who, as soon fell^ast asleep, 

As her little eyes did peep. 

Give her strewings, but not stir 
The earth, that lightly covers her* 

xcixt 

UPON BE^ J0N80N. 

Here ifes Jonsou with the rest 
Of the poets; but the besL 
Reader, wouldst thou more have known t 
Ask his story, ngt this stAie; 

Tliat will speak, what this can*t tell 
Of bis glory. So farewell. 

c.» 

UPON HIMSELF BEING BURIED. 

Let me. sleep this night away, 

Till the dawning of the day ; 

Then at th* opening of mine eyes, 

1, and all the world shalkrise. 

Cl. 


UPON A VIRGIN. 

Here a solemn fast ire keep. 

While all beauty lies asleep. 

Hush'd be all things, no noise here 
But thi toning of a tear; 
fir a sigh of such as bring * 
Cowslips for her covering. 
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ClI. 

• UPON A CHILD. AN EPITAPH. 

But bom, and like a short delight, 

1 glided by my parents’ sight. 

That done, the harder fates denied 
My longer stay, and so 1 died* 

If pitying my sad parents’ tears, 

You’ll spill a tear or two with theirs ; 

And v^ith some floiyers my grave bestrew. 
Love and they’ll thanl^you for’t. Adieu. 

cm. 

UPON A COMELY AND CURIOUS MAID. 

If men can s^ that beauty dies, 

Marbles will swear tha/; here it lies. 

Tf, reader, then thou canst forbear. 

In public loss to shed a tear, 

The dew of grief upon this stone 
Will tell tbee, pity thou hast none. 

CIV. 

ON HIMSELF. 

f • 

Weep for the dead,,for they have lost this light; 
And weep for me, lost iri an endless night: 

Or mourn, or make a marble verse fotf me, 

Who writ for many. Benedicite. 


cv,« 

0*N HIMSELF. 

Lost to the world; lost to mysedf; alone 
Here now d rest under this marble stone, 

III depth of silence, heard and scon of none. 
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CVI, 

FAME MAKES US FORWABD. 

To print our poems, the prop^lsiTe cause 
1 b Fame, the breath of popular applause. 
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evil. 

TRUF; FRIENDSHir. 

Wilt tliou luy true friend be ? 

Then lovQ n^t mine Mit me. 

cvni. 

L'RUEtTY nASIj IM COMMANDERS. 

Notliiiig can be more loathsomcy^than to see 
Power conjoin’d with Nature's cruelty. 

cix. 

LITTLE Afo LOUD. 

Little you arc; for woin'ii^s sake be proud; 

suke^next, though Tittle be* not loud. 

« 

cx. 

STlIPlWtECI^ 

*llg tfho has suffered shipwreck, fears to s&il , 
Upon the scas^though with a gentle 

11. ^VOL. 11. 
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IH 

POVER'^Y AM) RICHF.K. 

Give want her weleonie, if she comes j wc find 
niches to be but burthens to the mind. 

CXII. 

A(.\IN. 

Wlio with a little cannot be ronlcnt, 
Kn<iiireh rni everlns;lin.i»’ }muishmeut. 

cxm. 
li a" w s. 

I 

V^hen Tifiw’s Kill powei have to swfiy^ wt see 
lyittU; or no ]»art there of tyrauMV. 

eXfV. 

GOOD LOtK NOT LASTING. 

If well the dice run, let’s the cast; 

'J’he happy fortune will not always last. 

cxv. 

4 

GLOKV. 

I make iio liaste to have my numbers read ■ 
Seldom comes j>lory till a man htMleucl. 

rx^L 

I'OE u. 

Wantons we are ; aiid*tiioiijrh our wrn-ds be sifeji, 
Our lives do diflVr from our linos bv Unieh. 

ox VII. 

NO despiVe to the dead. 

Reproach we niay the living, not the dcAu • 
'Tis coj^ardice to bile the buriid. 
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CWIlt 

PAINTING sometime! PERMITTr^D. 

If Nature do deny 
Colours, lot Art supply. 

cxix, 

PHYSICIANS. 

Physicians not against men, but these 
(^)mbat for men, by conquering the disease. 

, LONG look’d COK COMES^ AT LAST. 

Though Jong it be, years may repay the debt; 
None losetli that which he in time may get. 

rsxi. 

NEVER "yjO LAT» TO DIE, 

Xo m*n comes late uiikj that place, from whence 
N ever man yet had a i egredieuctf. 

rxiili. 

THE COVr.TOlJS STILL CAfTIVES, 

Lei’s live wi^i that small pittance that we have; 
)^’h>> covets more is evermore a slave. 

cAiii. 

MEAN THINGS OVEIlCOM*E MIfSHTy. 

By ihe weakes^t means tilings mighty are o’erthrown, 
lie’s ]«rd of thy life who contemns his own. 

exxiv. 

KINGS, 

i\Ieii*are not born kings, but are men renown’d; 
CiiOoC hrst, confirm’d next, and at last arc crown’d* 



llfi hJ^spehides. 

’ cxxv. 

F^RST WORK, aNU THEN WAGES. 

Preposterous is that order, when we run 
To ask our wages ere our work be done. 

CXXVl. 

TEARS AND LAUGHTER. 

Knew’st tlioii one month wo^d take thy life away, 
ThouMst weep: but laugh, sho’d it not last a day. 

cxxyii. 

GLORY.t 

Glory no other thing is, Tully says, 

Than a man's frequent fame spoke out with praise. 

CXXVl II. 

FOk SESSIONS. 

\ 

Those possessions short-lived arc, 

Into the which we come by war. 

CXXi’X. 

POVERTY THE GREATEST PACK. 

To mortal men great loads all(^tcd be, 

But of all packs, no pack like poverty. 

' V 

exxx. 

TRUE^SAFETY. 

'Tis not the walls, or purple, that defends 
A prince from foes, but *tis his fort of Mentis. 

'•CXXl^I. 

< FAME. 

*Tis Still observed, that fame £ie’er sings 
The ordejr, but the sum of things. 
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CXXXII; / 

BY USE COMES 1|^S1NESS. 

Oft bend the bow, and thou with ease sUalt do 
What others can’t with all their strength put to. 

CXXXIII. 

MONEY MAiSCS TUB MIRTH. 

When all hjrds else do of their music fail, 
Money’s the still sweet singing nightingale. 

CXXXIV. 

MAIDS NAYS ArE NOTHING. 

Maids nays are nothing, tlfcy are shy, 

Buf to desire what they deny, 

cxxxv. 

DELAY.^ 

Brcilk off‘'dola 3 f, since we but read of one 
lliat ever prosper’d by cunctation. 

CXXXVI. 

AMBITION. 

In ways to greatness, think on this, 
That^ippery all ambition is. 

CXJCXVII. 

THE ROSEMARY BRANCH. 

Grow for two ends, itinatters not at all, 

Bc’t foi'my bridal or my burial. 

CXXXVI II, 

ONCE SEEN,«AND*NO MORE. 

Thousands each day pass by, which we, 
Once pastaiid gone, no more shall see. 
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n»'XXXTX, 

Vi 

l|I.OVE. 

This«xiom 1 have often heard. 

Kings ought to he more lov’d than fear’d. 

CXIi. 

DENIAL IN WOMEN NO DlfcyiEAKTENING TO MEN. 

Women, although they ne’er so got'^Uy make it. 
Their fashion is, but to say no, to take it. 

CXLI. 

THE'last stroke STRIKES SURE. 

Though by well-warding many blows we ’ve past, 
That stroke most fear’d is which is struck the last. 

CXLII. 

PERSEVERANCE. 

H.'ifit thou begun an act? ne’er then give o’er; 
No man dospaiis to do what's done before. 

CXIilll. 

DISTANCE RETTLllS DIONITIl'S. 

Kings must not oft be seen by ]fnbricoye.s , 
Slate at a distance adds to digtiiti<._. 

cxLiy. 

ADVEItSlTY. 

L 

Love 18 maintain’d by vealth; when all is spent 
\dversity then liroeds tbe disconteiit. 

CXLV. 

FdRlUNE. 

Fortune’s a blind proiuser of her own, 

Too much she gives to some, enough to none. 
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CXRVl. 

^^'K1TINU|^ 

liPH words vvT w^ant, love teachotli lo iiTilite, 
And what we blush to speak, she bids us write*, 

CXLVll. 

SOtMKTY. 

Two things make society stand ; 

'I'he tirsl commerce is, and the next command. 

CXLVll I. 

• • 

SATISFACTION FtfU SUPFEIITNOS. 

For all our works a rAjompeiise w sure; 

''f's sweeV to tliink on what was haul to endure. 


CXTJX. 


NEr.i>, 

Who ])egs to die i^r IVai of human need, 

\\ isneth Ins body, not Ins soul ji^ood f-peed. 

CL. 

Tur. ifl)nY. 


TIh' • o(iy IS llu See! s pool l.oiue (ji Uoh.« , 

Wliose iihs tlie 1^‘iS .ire, an 1 v*’ho,se lie.'li tlu le.oi.. 

CL!. 

ON Lovr. 

Love is a kind of war; hv*iee those who tV.'n', 
No eowardi^must his roy.il ensigns hear. 

CLII. 

vV Ill'll love hegiri'i, there dn at) thy li3v,l desiu ; 
A sp.n'k iieglecb'd luuktr. a mights' tire 
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CLIIf. 

ACTIONS. 


The factions of the g^i'cat ones call, 
To side with them, the commons alL 


CLIV. 

8LAVFRY. 

*Tis liberty to serve one lord ;.but he 
Who many serves, serves base servility. 


CLV. 

SUU'FEITS. 

Had arc all surfeits; but physicians call 
That surfeit took by bread, the worsv of all. 

CLVI. 

TEARS, 

Tears most prevail; with tears*loo thou niay’st move 
Hocks to relent, and coyest maids to love. 

CLVIl. 

TR^TH. 

Truth is best found out by the time and eyes, 
Falsehood wins credit by uncerta* .ties. 

cLvnr. 

THE EVr-S BEFORE THE F.ARS. 

We credit most our oight; one eye doth please 
Our trust far more than ten ear-witnesses. 


CLIX. 

4 ' 

WA'IT. 

Want is a so'ftcr wax, that takes thereon. 
This, that, and every base impression. 
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ci’c, 

} 

■ 

In battles what disasters falU • 

The king, he bears the blame of all. 

CLXt. 

.TWILIGHT. 

Twilight, no other thing.is, poets say, 

Than the last part of night, and first of day. 

CLXII. 

•VERSES. 

Who will not^lonoll^ noble numbers, .when 
Verses outlive the bravest deeds of men ? 

CLXIII. 

HAPPINESS. 

That Ilappiliess doe.f still the longest thrive, 
Where joys and griefs have turns alternative. 

CLXI^. 

THINGS OF CHOICE, LONG COMING.' 

We pray 'gainst war, yef we enjoy no peace; 
Desh^ deferred is, that it may increase. 

CLXV. 

BURIAL. 

Man may want l^d to live in; but for all, 
Nature finds out some place for burial. 

CLXVI. 

^ Tllr. MEAN. 

Imparity doth ever discord bring; 

The i^ean, the music makes in everything. 
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> ' 
i ' 

cLi^rii. 

ms 

All has be«n pliiniierecl from me but iny wit j 
Fortune herself can lay no claim to it. 


CLXVllI. 

UPON LOVE. * 

Love is a circle, and an endless sphere/ 

From jfood to good, revolving here and there. 

cLxrx. 

LENITY. ‘ 

*Tis the chirurgoon’s ^iraise, and'height of art, 
Not to cut olTbut cure the vicious part. 


CLXX. 

GUIEF. 

Consider sorrows, how they arc aright; 

(ii'iof, ifM bo great, ’Lis short; if long, ’tis light. 


CLXXI. 

COUNSEL. 


’ I was C.Lsar's saying; king.s no less cojitpierors aie 
!Jy tlu'ir 'visi* couiisel, than they be by winV 


CLXXIJ. 


MOST WOHDS, LESS WORKS. 

In desn’rate cases, ail, or most are known 
C'ounnandcrs; frw' for execution. 


cLxxm. 

DRAW AND r .INK. 

J 

-Milk still your fountains ainl your springs; for why 
The moui they’re drawn, the less they will grow dry. 
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CLxxr 

PKNlTliffjn. 

Who after hia transgression dotli rL^)eut, 
Is halt^ or altogether innocent. 

CLXXV. 

BEAUTY. 

Beauty’s no other but a lovely grace 
Of lively colours flowing from the face. 

CLXXVl. 

REi^DlNESS. 

The roadin<ws of doingjdoth exjiiress 
iNo other but the doer’s willingness.*^ 

CLXXV II. 

THE EYE. 

A waiityn and l;i;civious eye 
Betrays the heail’.s adulteiy. 

CLXXV nn 

VlHTUR^BF.ST UNlTr.D. 

By so much, virtue the less, 
l|^how much, near to singlcnest-i. 

CLXXIX. 

UEORi:SSlON‘> SPOILS JlESOLUrfON. 

Hast thou attempted greSitness ? then goon 
Back-turning slackelts resolution. 

CLXXX. 

CONTENTION. 

Discreet and [irfldeni wc that discord call, 
That either or not hurts at all. 
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liXXXI. 

CONSULTATION. 

Consult^erc thou bej^in'st; that done, go on ; 
With all wise speed for execution. 

CLXXXII. 

OUR OWN SINS UNSEEN. 

Other men’s sins we ever bear in mind; 
None sees the furdcl of his faults'behind. 

CLXXXIIT. 

NO FAINS, NO GAINS. 

If little labour, little are our gains 
Man's fortunes are according to his pains. 

CLXXXIV. 

examples; OB, LIKE PRINCE LIKE PEOPLE. 

Examples lead us,rand wc l|^kely see. 

Such as the prince is, will Ins people be. 

*' CLXXXV. 

potentates. 

Love and the Graces evermore doth wait 
Upon the man that is a potentate. 

CLXXXVI. 

DEATH ENOS Ajt.L WOE. 

Time is the bound'of things ; where’er we go, 
Fate gives a meeting; cleath’s the end of woe. 

CLXXXVII. 

CLEMENC^*^ IN KINGS. 

Kings must not only cherisii up the good, 

But must be niggards of the meanest blood. 
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cLxxxv^a. 

anorL 

Wrongs, if neglected, vanish in short time; 
But heard with anger, wc confess the crime. 

CLXXXIX. 

MODERATION. 

In things a moderation keep; 

Kings ought to shear, not skin their sheep. 

cxc. 

AND PEACE. 

*T;8 never, or but seldom known, 

Power and Peace to keep one throne. 

cxc I. 

I CRUELTIES. 

Nero commanded, but withdrew his eyes 
From the beholding dcatl^and cruelties. 

HEALTH. 

Health^is no other, as the learned hold, 

But a ju^t measure both of heat and cold. 

vxciir. 

RITINO OF BEOfiARS. 

Who, raiUng, drives the lazar from his door, 
instead of alms, sets dogs upon the poor. 

cxc 15. 
aiAtersity. 

Adversity hurts none but only such 
Whom whifest fortune dandled has too much. 
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t^-XCV. 

Want. 

Need .is no vice at all, though here it be, 
With men u loathed incunvcniency. 

cxcvi, 

GRIEF. 

Sorrows divided amongst many^ less 
Disoruciale a man in deep distress. 

, exevy. 

NO ACTION HARD TO fAFFECTloN. 

Nothing hard or harsh can prove 
Unto those that truly love. 

CXCVIII. 

REWARDS ANtt FUNISHi.MENTS. 

All tilings arc open to these two events, 

Or to rewards, w else to punishments. 

cxcix.- 

SHAME, NO STATIST. 

I 

4$hame is a bad attendant to a state; 

He rents his crown that fears the people’s hate. 

cc. 

KISSING^AND BUSSING. 

Kissing and bussing diller both in this; 

We buss our vpantons, but our wives we kiss. 

CrtJ. 

CROSS AND FILE. 

Fait and foul days trip cross and pile; the fair 
Far less in number than our foul days are. 



APrinu SMS. 


127 


ccr;: 

LOSS FROM 1 IIK LEAST. 

(Jrcat moil by siriall means oft are overtlirown» 
He's lord ot tby life, who contemns liis own. 

CCIIl. 

CHEAT SFiniTS SUPERVIVE. 

Our mortal parts may wrapt in sere-clothes lie; 
(ircat spirits never with their bodies die. 

cciv. 

THE CKF.mT tfi? THE CONQUEROR. 

He who conimends the vanquislfd, speaks the power* 
And glorifies the worthy conqueror. 


CHANCE GIVES CONTENT. 

^ 0 

What now like, anon we disapprove; 
The new successor drives away old love. 

ccvi, 

AClfbSATlON. 

If Accusation only can draw blood, 

None sh'Jl be guiltless, be he ne'er so good. 

ccvii. 

PRIDE ALLOWABLE IN POETS. 

As thou desei v’st. beqiroud; then gladly let 
'I’he Muse give thee the Delphic coronet. 

CCVIIL 

DISCORD NO-J UIS.^DVANTACEOUS. 

fortune no higher project can devise, 

Tlian to s^w discord 'inongst thy enemhis. 
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CJIX. 

ILL GC^RNMENT. 

Preposterous is tliat government, and rude, 
When kings obey the wilder multitude. 

ccx. 

NONE FREE FROMtFAULT. 

Out of the world he must who once '’omes in 
No man exempted is from death or sin. 

ccxi. 

Pn?Y TO THE PROSTRATE. 

’Tis worse than barbarous cruelty to show 
No part of pity on a conquer’d foe. 

ccxii. 

REWAKPS. 

Still to our gains our'chief respect is had; 
Reward it is that makes us good or bad. 

< ifk 

CCXIII. 

NOTHIN0 NEW. 

r 

Nothing is new; we walk where others went. 
There’s no vice now, but has its prer^dent 

ccx IV. 

GAIN AND GETTINGS. 

When others gain much by the present cast, 
The cohler’s getting-time, is at the last. 

eexv. 

LOTS TO SE liked. 

Learn this of roe, where’er thy lot doth fall ;* 
Short lot, or not, to he content with all. 
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ccxvi. 

GAIBFf*. 

Jove may afford us thousands of reliefs; 

Since man expos'd is to a world of griefs. 

CCXVII. 

EMPIRES. 

* 

Empires of kings are noW| and ever were 
As Sallust saith, coincident to fear. 

CCXVI 11. 

FUTREj^ACTION. 

Putrefaction is the ei^ 

. Of all that Nature doth intend. 

ccxix. 

PASSION. 

Were theOe not a matter known, 

There would be no Passion. 

ccxx. 

THE CROWI 4 AND COMPANT. 

In holy meetings, there sf man may be 
One o| the Crowd, not of the Company. 

ccxxi. 

POLIC^IN PRINCES. 

0 

That Princes may posses a surer seat, 

*Tis fit thpy make no one with them too great. 

CCXXI I. 

HIS WEAKNESS IN WOES. 

cai^not suffer; and in this, my part 
Of^aticncc w^nts. Grief breaks the stoutest heart. 

1 . VOL. II. 
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CCXMII. 

MAK*S dyincwplaci; uncertain. 

Man knows where tirst lie ships hiinselC; hut he 
Never can tell where shall h'm laiutin^ he. 

C’CXXIV. 

NOTHING rHi:r.-COsT. 

Nothing comes free-cost here i Jove tv ill not h t 
His go from him, if not bought'vtith svtear. 

eexw. 

BEGINNING, join ICl LT. 

llaid are the two first stairs ojito a crown ; 

Which got, the third bids him a king eoyic douii, 

CCXXVl. 

KLST. 

On with thy work, though thou I|»’st hardly jiressM ; 
Labour is held up by the hope of rest, 

• (exxvii. 

COMrOU'IS IN (UOSSI.S. 

f 

lie not dismayed, <hoiigli crosses east thee down ; 
Thy fall is but the rising to a crown. 

C'CXXVJII. 

PAKTIAL-GII I'OETRV, 

Let’s strive m be th^ best; the CioiU, we know it, 
I'illars, and men, bale ah inditlcreni poet, 

Ct XM\. 

fT.AR (^MS I'ORCE:. 

Despair takes heart, when ilicre’s no hope to speed* 
The coward titen takes arms, and <Iih;s the deed. 
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CCXXK. 

NO MAN WITHOUT MONET. 

No man such rare parts hath, tliat he/:an swim 
If favour or occasion help not him, 

CCXXXI. 

TUP. PRESENT TIME BEST PLEASETIl. 

Praise, they that will, times past; I joy to see 
Myself now live; this a^e best pleaseth me. 

crxxxir. 

*DAP WAGES nOR GOOD SENlVfCE. 

In this niisfortiirii, kin^s do nost excel, ^ 

To hear the worst fr(>m men when they do well. 

crx.\\iii. 

CHOOSE FOR THE REST. 

(jive hoHsc-roofn to the^est; 'tis never known, 
1 jrtuc and pleasure both to dwell in one. 

ccxxxiv.* 

BAD MJtY BE BETTER. 

Man may at first transgress, bur next do well; 
Vice dovl^in some but lodge a w'hile, not dwell. 

ccxxxv. 

RULES FOR OUR BEACH. 

Men must have bounds liow f.ir to walk ; for we 
Are made far worse bj lawless liberty. 

crxxxvi. 

MORE MO^EST^MORE MANLY. 

*Tis still observ'd, those men most valiant arc 
That are ij^ost modest ere they come to w{ir. 
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CCXXXVII. 

CRUELTY. 

'Tis but R dog-like madness in bad kings. 

For to delight in wounds and murderings. 

ccxxxviii. 

CLOTHES ARE COISSYIRATORS. 

Though from without no foes at all we fear; 
.We shall be wounded by the clothes we wear. 

CCXXXIX. 

FRITH FOUR-SQUARE. 

Faith, js a thing that’s four-sqiiare; let it fall 
This way or that, it not declines at all. ' 

CCXL. 

FAIR AFTER FOUL. 

Tears quickly dry; griefs will ib time decay $ 

A clear will come after a cloudy day. 

CCXLI. 

PRESENT OOVERNHBrT GRIEVOUS. 

Men are suspicious, prone to discontent; 
Subjects still loath the present goverp nent. 

CCXLll. 

PATIENCE IN PRINCES. 

Kings must not use the axe for each offence; 
Princes cure some faults by their patience. 

CCXLIII. 

NOT TO COVET MUCH IMkERR LITTLE IS THE 

CHARGE. 

Why should we covet much, when as.we know 
Wave more to bear our charge, than way to go. 
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STRENGTH TO SUPPORT SOVEREIGNTY. 

Let kings and rulers learn this line from me; 
Where power is weak, unsafe is majesty. 

CCXLV. 

SUSPICION MAKES SECURE. 

He that will live of all cares dispossess’d, 
Must shun the bad, aye, and suspect the best. 

CCXLVI, 

CARE A GOOD KEEFER. 

f 

Care keeps the conquest; ’tis no less ircnown 
To keep a city, than to win a town. 

CCXLVII. 

, SEEK find. 

Attempt the end, and never stand to doubt; 
Nothing's so hard, but search will find it out. 

CCXLVI 11. 

MULTITUDE. 

We,trust not to the multitude in war, 

But tS the stout, and those that skilful are. 

CCXLIX. 

RAPINE brings RUIN. 

What’s got by justice, is establish’d sure; 
No kingdoms got by rapine long endure. 

fiiCCL. 

THE FllsT MARS OR MAKES. 

In all our high designments, ’twill appear, 
The (first event breeds confidence or fear. 
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CCLI. 

ADVICE THE BEST ACTOR. 

Still take advice; though counsels, when they fly 
At random, sometimes hit most happily. 

CCLII. 

PEACE NOT PERMANENT. 

Great cities seldom rest; if there be nolie 
T’iuvade from far, they’ll liiid worse foes at home. 

CCLllI. 

MODERATION.^ 

Let moderation on thy passions wait; 

Who loves too much, too much the lov’d will hate. 

CCLIV. 

CAUTION IN COUNCIL. 

Know when to speak; for many times it bring 
Danger, to give the,best advice to kings. 

I 

" CCLV. 

•J 

PARDONS. 

Those ends in war the best contentmenl;,bring, 
Whose peace is made up with a pardoning. 

CCLVI. * 

WIT FUNISlIBli PROSPERS MOST. 

Dread not the shackles; Q]|^ith thine intent; 
Good wits get more fame b'y their punishment.' 

CCM^l. 

TRUtH AND ERROR. 

f 

'Twlxt truth and error there’s this difference known. 
Error is fruitful, truth is only one. 
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crLViil, 

THE MEAN. 

*Tis much among the filfhy to be clean; 

Our heat of youth can hardly keep the mean. 

CCLIX. 

LAW'Jsf. 

Who violates the customs, hurts the health, 
Not of one man, but all the commonwealth. 

^CCLX. 

ST I'DIES TO nE SUPPORTED. 

Stu(l?',^s themselves will languish and decay. 
When either price or praise is ta’eii away. 

CCLXI. 

CONLORMITY IS COMELY. 

('onformiiy gives comeliness to things, 

And equal shares exeludosall murmurings. 

{;cLxii. 

THINGS MORTAL STILL MUTABLE. 

Thing: arc uncertain, and the more we get, 
The more on icy pavements we are set, 

CCLXI II. 

GREAT MALADIES, LONG MEDICINES. 

To m old sore a^long cure must go on; 
Great faults reqiifre great satisfaction. 

cewtiv. 

FEAR. " 

Man must do well out of a good intent, 
Not for the servile fear of punisliment. 
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OCLXV. 

OBEDIENCE IN SUBJECTS. 

The i^ods to kings the judgment give to sway; 
The subjects only glory to obey. 

CCLXVI. 

MORE POTENT LESS PECCANT. 

He that may sin sins least; leave to transgress 
Enfeebles much the seeds of wickedness. 

CCLXVII. 

11 

CROSSES. 

Though good things answer many good 'ntents^ 
Crosses do still bring forth the best events. 

CCLXVII T. 

MISERIES. 

Though hourly comforts from the gods we slj, 
No life is yet life-proof from misery. 

CCLXIX. 

THE HAND AND TONGUE. 

Two parts of us successively command; 

Tiie tongue in peace, but then in war the hand. 

CCLXX.^ 

THE POWEh IN THE PEOPLE. 

Let kings command, and do the best they may, 
The saucy subjects still will bear the sway. 

ccvxxi. 

MONEY GETS THE MASTERY. 

Fight thou with shafts of silver, and o*ercomc 
When no force else can get the maslerdom. 
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CCLXXII. 

VIRTUE IS SENSIBLE OF SUFFERING. 

Though 9 wise man all pressures can sustain; 

His virtue still is sensible of pain. 

CCLXXITI. 

SOFT MUSIC. 

The mellow touch of music most doth wound 
The soul, when it doth rather sigh than sound. 

CCLXXIV. 

PRE8ENCE*AND ABSENCE. 

When what is lov’d is present,"^ love doth ing; 
But being absent, love lies languishing. 

CCLXXV. 

BRIBE,! AND GIFTS GET ALL. 

Dr id falls the cause, if once the hand be mufe; 
But let that speak, the clien^gets the suit. 

CCLXXVI, 

VIRTUE, 

Each must in Virtue strive for to excel, 

That man Aves twice, that lives the first life well. 

CCLXXVIT. 

PREVISION, OR Provision. 

Tliat prince takes soon enough the victor’s room. 
Who first provides, not to be overcome. 

CCLU^XVIII. 

Casualties. 

Good things, that come of course, far less do please 
Tiian those ^hich come by sweet contingencies. 
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CCLXXIX. 

kGTERENCL TO UlCHKS. 

Like to the income must be our expense ; 
Man’s misfortune must be had in reverence. 

CCLXXX. 

DEVOTION MAKES THE DEITY. 

Who forms a Godhead out of gold or stone, 
Makes not a God, but he that prays to one. 

, rcExxxi. 

AMBITION, 

c 

Tn than, Ambition is the common'st tiding; 
Each one by nature loves to be a king. 

CCLXXX11. 

ZEAL RBQU^KKD lNr':.OVE. 

I’ll do my best to win whene’er I woo ; 

’I'hat man loves tbot who is not zt^alous too. 

' CCLXXXIIl. 

THE DEFINITION OF BEAUTY. 

Beauty no other thing is than a hcaip 
{‘'lash’d out between tbe middle and extreme. 

CCLXXXW, 

HOPl*^ HEARTENS. 

I 

None goes to warfare, but with this intent; 
The gains must dead the fear of detriiiienl. * 

CCL<XXXV. 

SOME COMFORT INTALAMITY. 

To c^nquer’d men, some comfort ’tis to fall 
liy th’ hand of him who is the gefteral. 
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CCLXXXVI. 

. EXPENSES EXHAUST. 

Live with a thrifty, not r needy fate; 

Small shots, paid often, waste a vast estate. 

CCLXXVll. 

SORBOWS SUCCEED. 

When one ic past, another care we have, 

Thus woe succeeds a woe ; as wave a wave. 

CCLXXXVI! 1. 

dreaVs. 

Here we are all by day; by nijfht we’re hurl’d 
by dreams, each one into a sev’ral world. 

CCLXXXIX. 

.TREASON. 

Tho -seeds of treason choke up as they spring, 
He acts the crime that gives it cherishing. 

ccxc. 

TWO thinSs odious. 

Two, of a thousand things, are disallow’d, 

A lying riel# man, and a poor man proud. 

c.xci. 

NO UASlirULNESS IN JEOGING. 

To get thine ends, lay tftshfulness aside ; 

Wlfo fears to ask, doth teach to deny’d. 

CCXCII. 

nrAlect. 

Art quickens Nature ; CariAvill make a face ; 
NeglccteiLWauty perislieth apace. 
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CCXCIIf. 

LIKE LOVES HIS LIKE. 

Like v^ill to like; each creature loves^his kind 
Chaste words proceed still from a bashful mind. 

ccxciv. 

THE MORE MIGHTY, THE MORE MERCIFUL. 

Who may do most, does least; the bravest will 
Shew mercy there, where they have power to kill. 

ccxcv. 

twIligut. 

Th^if twilight is no other thing, we say) 

Than night now gone, and yet not sprung the day. 

ccxcvi. 

COMFORT IN CAjT^AMITT. 

’Tis no discomfort in the world to fall. 

When the gre^jt crack not crushes one, but all. 

ccxcvii. 

SMART. 

Stripes, justly given, yerk us with their fall, 

But causeless whipping smarts tKe most or alK 

CCXOi/IlI. 

ON FORTUNE. 

This is my comfortwhen she’s most unkind. 
She can but spoil me of my means, not m:nd. 

^ ccxcix. 

FALSE M«/URNINO. 

He who wears blacHi, and mourns not for the dead. 
Does btit deride the party buried. , 
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CCC. 

MERITS MAKE THE MAN. 

Our ho|iour8 and our commendations 4)e 
Due to the merits, not authority. 

ccci. 

GOLD BEFOrE GOODNESS. 

How rich a man is, all desire to know, 

But none enquires if good he be, or no. 

CCCI I. 

REPLETION. 

Physicians say, repletion spi^ngs 
More from the sweet than sour things. 

CCCIIl. 

DANGERS WAIT ON KINGS. 

As oft as night is banish13 by the mom, 

So oft we*ll think we see a King new born. 

ccciv. 

EVENT OF THINGS HOT IN OUR POWER* 

By time and counsel, do the best we can, 

Th’ event never in the power of man. 

ccev. 

THE DIFFERENCE BETWIXT KINGS AND SUBJECTS. 

t 

*Twixt kings and subjects there’s this mighty od^s* 
Subjects are taught by men; kings by the gods. 

cccvi. 

SAFETY 0^ THt SHORE. 

What though the sra be calm ? Trust to the shore: 
Ships have be^p diown’d, where late they danc'd 
before. 
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CCCVII. 

SUFFERANCE. 

? ' 

In the hope of ease to come, 

Let’s endure one martyrdom. 

CCCVIII. 

THE E^ES. 

’Tis a known principle in war, 

The eyes be first that conquer’d are. 

cccix. 

SINGLE LIFE MOST SECURE. 

Suspicion, discontent, and strife, 
Come in for dowry with a wife. 

CCGX. 

BASHFULNESS. 

Of all our partj, the eyes express 
The sweetest kind of bashfulness. 

cccxi. 

FEW FORTUNATE. 

Many we afe, and yet but few possess 
Those fields of everlasting happiness. 

cccxii. 

I 

SUPREME FORTUNE FALLS SOONEST. 

■ 

While leanest bep^sts in pastures feed, 
The fattest ox the first must bleed. 

CCCXIIl. 

iFtJNOI^. 

Ask me what hunger is, and I’ll reply, 
Tis but a fierce desire of hot and dry. 
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CCCXIV. 

DISTRUST. 

Whatever men for loyalty pretend, 

*Tis wisdom’s part to doubt a faithful friend. 

cccxv. 

PLEASURFS PERNICIOUS. 

Wliere pleasures rule a kingdom, never there 
Is sober virtue seen to move her sphere. 

cccxvi. 

EXCESS. 

VI 

Excess is sluttishkeep the mean; for why ? 
Virtue’s clean concave is sobriety. 

CCCXVI 1. 

RECOMPENSE. 

t 

Who plants an oiive, but to cat the oil ? 

II.ward, we know, is the chief end of toil. 

CCCXVIII. 

THE WILL MAKER THE ^WORK, OR CONSENT MAKES 

THE CURE. 

No grief is grown so desperate, but the ill 
Is half w^y cured, if the party will. 

^ccxix. 

SAUCE FUR SORROWS. 

Although our suffcrin’lf meet with no relief, 

An equal mind is the best sauce for grief. 

cccjyc. 

NO DANGER fO MEN DESPERATE. 

\viien fear admits no hope of safety, then 
Nccessitjf makes dastards valiant men. 
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CCCXXI. 

GENTLENESS. 

That picince must govern with a gentle hand, 
Who will have love comply with his command. 

CCCXXII. 

ON LOVJS. 

That love *twixt men does ever longest last, 
Where war and peace the dice by turns do cast 

cccxxiii. 

r?HE SOUL ia,THE a4|iT. 

The body's salt the soul te r which when gone, 
The flesh soon sucks in putrefaction. 

cccxxiv. 

FLATTERY. 

f 

What is’t that wastes a prince ? example shows 
* lis flattery spends a king more than his foes. 

cccxxv. 

UPON KLN08. 

Kings must be dauntless; subjects ^ill contemn 
Those who want hearts, and wear a^diadem. 

cccxxvi. 

' « 

A KING AND NO KING. 

That prince who may do nothing but what's just, 
Rules but by leave, and takes his crown on trust. 

cccxxvii. 

PLOTS NOT STILL PROSPEROUS. 

All are not ill plots that do sometimes fail, 

Nor those false vows which oft times don’t prevail. 
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CCCXXVIIl. 

FOOLISHNESS. 

1 

In's Tusc’lancs Tully doth confessi 
No plfi|ruc there’s like to foolishness. 

cccxxix. 

rnUTIl AND TALSEllOOD. 

Truth her own simplicity is known; 
Fcilsehood by varnish and vermillion. 

ceexxx. 

ON JiOVB. 

Love’s of itself too sweet; the best of alt 
when love’s honey has a d'tsli of gall. 

CCGXXXI. 

‘BSIINLNCE. 

i^^ninst diseases hero the strongest fence 
Is the defensive virtue, abs^nencc. 

CCCXXXII. 

WAR, 

IF kings and kingdoms once distracted be^ 
The sword of war must try the sovereignty. 

CCwXXXIIl. 

THE VOICE AND VIOL. 

Rare is the voice itself, but when we sing 
l«o the lute or viol, then ’tis ravishing. 


ceexx^v. 

OBlfOIENCF, 
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CCCXXXV, 

LFTER AUTUMN, WINTER. 

Die, ere long, Pm sure 1 shall; 

After leaves the tree must fall. 

cccxxxvi. 

A GOOD DEATH. 

For truth I may this sentence tell, 

No man dies ill that liveth well. 

CCCXXXVI r. 

SINCERITY. 

Wash clean the vessel, lest ye sour 
Whatever liquor in ye pour. 

cccxxxvm. 

DIET. 

9 

If wholesome diet can re-cure a man, 

What need of physic or physician ? 

cccxxxrx. 

, SPEAK IN-SEASON. 

When times are troubled, then forbear ; but speak 
When a clear day out of a cloud doer break. 

ceexi 

<rHE END. 

If well thou hast begun, go on fore-right; 

It is the end that crowns us, not fhe dght. 

CCCXLl. 

0 

THE END. 

Conquer we shall, but we must first contend} 
'Tis not the fight that crowns us,slfut the end, 
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CCCXlill. 

TO 11 IS MUSE. 

Go YTOO young Charles no more to look, 
TImn hut to read this in my book; 

How Herrick jegs if that he can- 
^'ot like the Muse, to love the man, 
Who by r^e shepherds sung long since, 
Tile star-led birth of Charles the Prince. 
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CCGXLIII. 

THE poet’s good WISHES FOR THE 
MOST hopeful and HANDSOME PRINCE, 
THE DUKE br YORK. * 

May his pretty dukeship grow 
Like t’ a rose of Jericho; 

Sweeter far than ever yet 
Show'rs or sunshines could beget. 

May the graces and the hours 
Strew his hopes, and him with flowers; 
And so dress liim up with leve, 

As to be the chick Jove. 

May the thrice-tliree-sisterp sing 
Him the sovereign of their spring; 

And enti Je none to be 
Prince of Helicon but he. 

May his soft foot, where it treads, 
Gardens thence prodyce and meads; 
And thgse meadows full be set 
tl^ith the rose and the violet. 

May his ample name known 
To the hast succession; 

. And his actions high be told 
Througly,he world, but writ in gold. 
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CCCXLIV. 

TO THE EIGHT HONOUKABLE MILDMAY, 

EARL OF WESTMORELAND. 

You are a lord, an earl, nay more, a man, 

Who writes sweet numbers well as any can; 

If so, why then are not thepe verses hurl’d. 

Like Sibyls’ leaves, throughout the ample world ? 

What is a jewel, if it be not set 

Forth by a ring, or some rich carcanet ? 

But being so, then the beholders cry, 

See, see a gem, as rare a.» Bselus’ eye. 

Then public praise does run upon the stone, 

For a most rich, a rare, a precious one. 

Expose your jewels then unto the view, 

That we may praise them, or themselves prize you. 
Virtue conceal'd, with Horace you’ll confess, 
Differs not much from drowsy slothfulness. 


CCCXLV. 

UPON M. BEN JONSON. 

After the rare arch-poet Jonson died. 

The sock grew loathsome, and the buskins pride, 
Together with the stage’s giory, stood 
Each like a poor and pitied widowhood, 

The cirque prophan’d was, and all postures rack’d; 
For men did strut, and stride, and stare, not act. 
Then temper flew from words, and men did squeak, 
Look red, and blow, arfd blaster, but not speak; 

No holy rage or frantic fires did stir, 

Or fibsh about the spacious theatre. 
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No clap of hands, or shout, or praises proof 
Did crack the playhouse sides, or cleave her roof. 
Artless thj scene was, and tliat nionst.ous sin 
Of deep and arrant ignorance came in; 

Such ignorance as theirs was, who once hiss’d 
At thy unequall’d play, the Alchymist; 

Oh, fie upon ’em! L istly, too, all wit 
In utter darkness did, and still will sit 
Sleeping the luckless age out, till that she 
Her resurrection has again with thee. 


CCCXT.VT. 

ANOTHER. 

Thou had’st the wreath before, now take the tree; 
That henceforth none be laurel crown’d but thee. 


CCCXLv'II. 

TO THE LADY MARY VILLARS, GOVERNESS TO 
THE PRINCESS HENRIETTA. 

When I of Villars d# hut hear the name, 

It calls to mind that mighty Huckingham, 

Who was your brave exalted uncle here, 
Binding tfie whole of fortune to his sphere ; 
W’ho spurn’d at en\ y, and could brings with ease, 
An emito all his stately purposes. 

For his love then, wh se sacred reliques show 
'CJieir resurrection and their growth in you ; 
And for my sake, w^o ever did prefer 
iTou above all those swwcts of Westminster; 
Permit my book to have a free access 
To kiss your hand, most dainty governesi^ 
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cccxLvni. 

TO THE RIGHT IIOMOURARLE PITIMF. EARL OF 
PEMBROKE AND MONTQOMERV. 

A 

How dull and dead are books, that cannot show 
A Prince of Pembroke, and that Pembroke you J 
You, who arc high born, and a lord no loss 
Free by your fate, than fortune’s mightiness, 

Who hung our poems, honour’d sir, and then 
The paper gild, and laurcat tlie pen. 

Nor suiter you the poets to sit cold, 

But warm trlieir wits, an^l turn their lihes to gold. 
Others there be,^ who righttjpusly wll swear. 
Th(f>c sinooih-pac’d numbers, ambie every where; 
And these brave measures go a stately trot; 

Love those like these; regard, reward them noL 
But you, iny lord, are one whose hand along 
Goes with your mouKi, or docs outniii your tongue, 
Paying helore you praise, and cock’ring wii, 

(live both the gold and gailuiid unto it. 

• 

CCCXMX, 

TO THE HIGH AND NOBLE PRINCE CF.OROE, DUKE, 
MAlUtUIS, AND EARL OF BUCKfNGllAM. 

Never my book's perfection did appear, 

Till I had got the name of Villars Here; 

Now, 'tis so full, thaV when therein 1 look, 

I see a cloud of glory fills my book. ” 

Here stand it still to dignify our muse, 

Your sober liand-m^ud; ^vho doth wisedy choose 
Your name to be a laureate wreath to her, 

Who doth both love and fear you, honour’d sir. 
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CCCL. 

TO THE QUEEN, 

& 

Goddess of youth, and lady of the spring, 

Most fit to be the consort to n king, 

Be pleas’d to rest you in tliis sacred grove, 

Beset with myrtles, wlv,)se each leaf drops love. 

Many a sweet-faced wood-iiyTn]>h here is seen, 

Of which cha* te order you are now the Queen. 
Witness their homage when tli(*y come and strew 
Your walks with flowers, and give their crowns to you. 
Vour levy throne, with lily-work possess, 

And be both princessi^hcre, and ]v;eless. 


(TCM. 

TO THE K'SG. 

If when these ij’rics, C."s:ir, yon shall hear 
/ nd that Apollo shall so touch your ear, 

As for to make this, that, of any one 
Number, your owm, by free adojtiion; 

That verse, of all tlfb verses here, shall be 
The heir to this great realm of poetry. 

cectjr. 

TO HIBNErilEW, % BE PIIOSPEROII^ IN HIS 
AUT or PAI.^’IING. 

On, as thou hast begifti^brave youth, and get 
The palm from Urhin, Titian, 'I'intiret, 
Brugel, and Coxu, and the works outdo ^ 

Of Holbein, and ^tat mighty lUiben too. 

'So draw, and paint, as sione may do the like, 
Nt», not the glory of the word, Vaiidike. 
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cccLin. 

TO HIS PECULIAR FRIEND, SIR EDWARD FISH, 

^ KNIGHT BARONET. 

Since for thy dull deserts, with all the rest 
Of these chaste s])irits, that an* here posscssM 
Of life eternal, time has mad^* thee one 
For growth in this my rich plantation; 

Live here; but know *twas virtue, and not chance, 
That gave thee this so high inheritance. 

Keep it forever; grounded witli the good, 

Who hold iasBhere an endless lively fooM. 


ecci.iv. 

TO Ills PECULIAR FRIEND, MASTER THOMAS 
SlIAPCOTT, LAWYER. 

I've paid thee what I ^j^romis’d', that’s not all; 
Besides, I give thee here a verse tliat shall, 

When lienee thy cifcum-niortal part is gone, 
Areh-lvl'e, hold up, thy name's inscription. 

Brave men can't die; vvliortc candid actions are 
W>it in the poet’s endless calendar: 

Whose vellum and wIiom* volume is tjic sky, 

And the pure stars the praising poetry. 

Farewell. 


CCCLV. 

I 

TO MISTRESWMARY WILLAND, 

One more by thee, love, and desert have sent 
T’ enspangle this expaisivc firmament. 

O flame of beauty ! come, f^ipcar, appear 
A Virgin taper, ever shining here. 
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CCCLVl, 

TO THE RIGHT GRACIOUS PKINC^^ LUDWICK, 

* DUKE OK RICHMOND AND LENOX. 

Of all those three brave brothers, fall’n i’ the war, 

(Not without glory) noble sir, you are, 

Despite of all concusuoiis, left the stem 
To shoot forth generations like to them. 

\yhich may be done, if, sir, yon can begot 
Men in their substance, not in counterfeit. 

Such essences as those three brolhers, known 
Kternal by their own prtjduction. 

Of whom, from Fanfe’s white trwmpet, this J’ll tell, 
Worthy ihcir everlasting chronicle, 

Never since first Hellona us’d a shield, 

Such three brave brothers fell in Mars's field. 

These were those Phree H^ratii Home did boast; 
R()n,’'*’s where these three Iloratii we have lost. 

One Cordolion had 'hat age long since. 

These three, which three you make up, four, brave 
prince. 


CCCLVl I. 

TO^IS KINSMAX, .SIR TIIOS. SOAME. 
o 

Seeing thee, Soame, 1 see a guoiiiy man, 
And in that good a j^reat patrician ; 

Next to which two, among the city powers 
*And thrones, thy self one of those senators; 
Not wearing puriile j^iily for the show, 

As many conscripts of the city do, 

But for true service*, w'orthy of that gown, 
The golden chain, too, and the civic crown. 
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cccr.vin. 

TO HIS WORTflY FRIEND, M. THO. FALCONBIROE. 

Stand with thy graces forth, brave man, and rise 
High with thine own auspicious destinies; 

Nor leave the search and proof till thou canst find 
These, or those ends, to which liliou wast design’d. 
Thy lucky genius, and thy gilding star, 

Have made thee prosperous in thy ways thus far; , 
Nor will they leave thee, till they both have shown 
Thee to the world a prime and public one. ^ 

Then, when thou see'st thine all turn’d to gold, 
Ueinembcr what thy Herrick thee foretold, 

When at the holy threshold of thine house, 

He boded good luck to tliysclf and spouse. 

Lastly, be iniiidful, when thou art grown great, 

That tow’rs high rear’d dread most the lightning’ 
threat; 

When as the humble cottages not fear 
The cleavin? bolt of Jove the thundcrcr. 

,CCCLIX. 

TO nis HONOURED KINSMAN, SIR WILLIAM SOAME. 

I can but name thee, and methinks i call 
All that hr.ve been, or are canonical 
For Jove and bounty,* to come near and see 
Their many virtues volurn’d up in thee; 

In thee, brave man, whose uncorrupted fame 
Casts forth a light like to a virgin flame; 

And as it shines, it thr 4ws a scent about, 

As when a rainbow in pcrfuines goes out. 

So vanish hence, but leave a name as sweet 
As Benjamin and Storax, when they •neet. 
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TO MISTRESS KATHARINE BRADSHAW^ THE LOVELY, 
THAT CROWNED Hlft: WITH LAUREL. 

My Muse in meads has spent her many hours, 
Sitting, and sorting several sorts of flowers, 

To make for others garlands; and to set 
On many a head here many a coronet 
d)ut amongst all encircled here, not one 
Gave her a day of coronation; 

Till youi sweet mistress, came and interwove 
A laurel for her, ever young as love. 

You first of all crown’d her; she must, of^iie, 
Render for tlmt a crown of life to you. 

CCf-’LXI. 

TO HIS FAITHFUl! FRIBN^, MASTER JOHN CROFTS, 
( CUP-UEARER TO THE KINO. 

For all thy many courtesies to^e, 

Nothing 1 have, my Cjjofts, to send to thW 
For the requital, save this only one 
Half of my just remuneration. 

For since I’Ve travell’d all this realm throughout, 

To seek and And soiiaeiew immortals gut, 

To circumspangle this my spacious sphere, 

As lamps for cvcrlasiinggshlning here; 

Aik} having fix’d thee in mine orb, a star 
Amongst tlie rest, both bright and singular, 

THe present age will tell fixe world thou art, 

If not to th’ whole, fet satisfied in part; 

As for the rest, being too great a sum 
Here to bevpaid, I’ll pay’t i’th* world to come. 
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CCCLXII. 

TO Ills KINS\\0MAN, MRS. PENELOPE WHEELER. 

Next is your lot, fair, to be number'd one 
Here, in my book’s canonization; 

Late you come in, but you a saint shall be. 

In chief, in this poetic litiil’gy. 

CCCLXIII. 

ANOTHER UPON HER. 

First, for your shape, the egrious cannot Show 
Any one part ihat’s^dissonant you; 

And ’gjfirist your chaste behaviour there’s no plea, 
Since you are known to be Penelope. 

Thus fair and clean you are, altliough there be 
A mighty strife ’twixt form and ^jhastity. 

f 

CCCLXIV. i 

TO THE MOST LEARNED, WISE, AND ARCH 
<ANTigUAUY, M. JOHN SELDRN. 

I 

" 1 who have favor’d many, come to be 
Grac’d, now at Inst, or glorified by thee. 

Lo, I, the lyric prophet, who have stt 
On many ^ head the Delphjp coronet, 

Come unto thee for l^iurel, having spent 
My wreaths on those wlyi little gave or lent. 
Give me the Daphne, that the world may know it, 
Whom they neglected thou hastcrown’d a poet. 
A city here of heroes I^^avc made, 

Ujion the rock, whose firni foundation laid, 
Shall never shrink ; where making thine abode 
Live thou a Selden, that's a demi-god. 
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CCCLXV. 

TO Tl'E PATRON OP rOElS, M. KN.i. PORTLR. 

Let there be patrons; patrons like to tlice, 

Jirave Porter! Poets ne'er will wanting be. 
Fablus, anti Cotta, Lentulus, all Hve 
In thee, thou man of men! who here do'st give 
Not only subject-matter for our wit, 

But likewise oil of maintenance to it. 

For wliich, before thy threshold, we'll lay down 
Our tUyrse for sceptre, and our bjjys for crown. 
For, to say truth, all garlands are ^hy due ; 

The laurel, myrtle, oak, and ivy too. 

rccLxvi. 

TO Tin: KIGIIT IIONOIJKARLE EPWAKP, EARL 
* OP nop SET. 

It 1 d.tre write to yon, niy lord, who are 
Of your own self a public theatre; 

And silting, see the while, ways, walks of >/it, 

And give a righteous juSgmeiit upon it; 

ll\'hat need 1 care, tliough some dislike me should. 

If Dorset sayij, what Herrick writes is good ? 

We know ye’re learn’d i’ tli’ Muses, anij no less 
in our state-sanctions, deep, or bottomless ; 

Whose smile can make a poet, and your glance 
Dash all ba^ poems out oi countenance; 

So thb.t an author needs no other bays 
For coronation, than your gnly praise; 

And no one mischief greater than your frown. 

To null his numbers, and to blast his crown. 

Few live the life immortal. He ensures 

His tamer’s long life, who strivcii to set up yours. 
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CCCLXVII. 

TO THE KINO, TO CURE THE EVIJ.. 

To find that tree of life, whose fruits did feed, 

And leaves did heal, all sick of human seed ; 

To find Bethesda, and an an^cl there, 

Stirrings the waters, I am comt; and here 
At last I find, after my much to do, 

The tree, Bethesda, and thcHang^el too; 

And all in your blest hand, which has the powers 
Of all those sjipplingf healing; herbs andilowcrs. 

To that soft /;harm, that spell, that magic bough. 
That high enchanCinent 1 betake me now; 

And to that hand, the branch of Heaven’s fair tree, 

I kneel for help; 0 lay that hand on roe, 

Adored Cxsar! and iny faith is such, 

I shall be healed, if thrt my King but touch. 

The evil is not yours; my sorrow sings, 

Mine is the evil, bjit the cure the King’s. 

< 

CCCLX\ 111. 

t 

TO HIS HONOURED KINSMAN, SIR RICHARD STONE. 

To this white temple of my heroes, here 
Beset with st.ttely figures ever^ where. 

Of such rare saintships, *who did here consume 
Their lives in sweets, and I-'ft in death perfume; 

Come thou, brave man! and bring with thee a Stone 
Unto thine own edification. 

High are these statues besides no less 
Strong than the heavens for ev^ferlastingness; 

Where build aloft, and being fix’d by these 
Set up thine own eternal images. 
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CCCLXIX. 

TO THE MOST VIRTUOUS MISTRESS POT, WHO 

MaNT times entertained him. 

When I through all my many poems look, 
And see yourself to beautify my book j 
Methinks that onlydustre doth appear 
A light Milling all the region here; 

^ild still with flames this firmament, and be 
A lamp eternal to my poetry; 

Which, if It now, or shall hereafter shine, 
’Twas by your spleiidcftir, lady, nof Jiy mine. 
The oil was yours, and that 1 owe for yet# 

He pays tlie half who does confess the debt. 

CCCLXX. 

UPON UIS KINSW«»MAN, MISTRESS ELIZABETH 

HERRICK. 

Sweet virgin, that 1 do not aet 
The pillars up of weeping jet, 

Or mournful marble,*let thy shade 
Not wrathful seem, or fright the maid. 

Who hithe,’; at her wonted hours 
Shall come to strew thy earth with fipwers. 
No, know, blest maid, when there’s not one 
Ilemainder left of brass or stone. 

Thy living epitaph shall be, 

Though lost in them, yet found in me. 

Dear, in thy bed of ros^, then. 

Till tills world shall dissolve as men, 

S’cep, while w# liidc thee from the light, * 
Drawing thy curtains round; Good night. 

L. VOL. n. 
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TO DOCTOR ALABLASTER. 

Nor art thou less esteem’d that I have plac’d, 
Amongst mine honour’d, thee almost the last; 

In great possessions many lead the way 
To him who is the triumph of/.he day, 

As these have done to thee, who art the one, 

One only glory of a million; 

In whom the spirit of the gods does dwell. 

Firing thy soul, by which thou dost foretell, 

When this or that vast dyn&Bty must fall * 

Down to a fill it more imperial; 

When tfiis or that horn shall be broke, and when 
Others shall spring up in their place again; 

When times and seasons, and all years must lie 
Drown’d in the sea of wild eternity: 

When the Black Doom’s-day book, as yet unseal’d 
Shall by the mighty Angel be reveal’d; 

And whei) the trumpbt which thou late hast found. 
Shall call to judgment; tell \^s when the sound 
Of this or that great April day shall he, 

And next the Gospel, we will credit thee. 

Mean time, like earth-worms we will (A awl below, 
And wonder %t those things that thou dost know. 

CCC/^XXII. 

TO M. LAURENCE SWEETNAHAH. , 

Bead thou my lines, my Sweetnaham, if there be 
A fscult, 'tis hid if it be vt^ic’d by thee: 

Thy mouth will make the sourest numbers pleaige 
How will it drop pure honey, speaking these? 
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CCCLXXIII. 

TO HIS WORTHY KINSMAN, MR, STEPHEN BOAME. 

«• 

Nor is my number full, till I inscribe 
Thee, sprightly Soame, one of my righteous tribe; 
A tribe of one lip, leven, and of one 
Civil behaviour and religion; 

A stock of saints, where ev’ry one doth wear 
A stole of white, and canonized here; 

Among which holies be thou ever known, 

Brave kinsman, mark’d out with tl^ whiter stone. 
Which seals thy glory, since I do prefer 
Thee here in my eternal calender. 

CCCLXXIV, 

TO HIS HONOURED FRIEND, SIR JOHN MINCE, 

For '^ivil, clean, and circumcised wit, 

And lor the comely carriage of it, 

Thou art the man, the only man best known, 
Mark'd for the true wii of a million; 

From whom we'll reckon wit tame in, but since 
The calculation of thy birth, brave Mince. 

CCCLXXV, 

TO HIS HONOURED FRIEND SIR THOMAS HEALE. 

I 

Stand by tbe magic of my powerful rhymes, 
'Gainst all the indignation of the times; 

Age shall not wrong or one jot abate 
Of thy both great %nd everlasting fate: 
vVhile others perish, here's thy life decreed, 
Because begot of my immortal seed. 
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CCCLXXVI. 

TO THE rOBT ACCOMPLISHED GENTLEMAN, 
MASTER EDWARD 41 OROA'^E, 

CLERK OF THE SIGNET TO HIS MAJESTY. 

For one so rarely tun’d to fit all parts; 

For one to whom espous’d are all the arts; 

Long have I sought for; but could never see 
Them all concenter’d in one man, but thee. < 
Thus thou that man art, whom the Fates conspir’d 
To make but^one, and th|it’s thyself, admir’d. 

' 3 CCCLXXVF, 

I 

TO PRINCE CHARLES, UPON HIS COMING '^O EXETER. 

What Fate decreed, Time now has made us see 
A renovation of the west by thee: 

That preternatural fever, which did threat 
Death to our country, now hath lost his heat; 

And calms succeeding, we perceive no more 
Th’ unequal pulse to beat, as heretofore. 

Something there yet remains: for thee to do; 

Then reach those en^s that thou was destin'd to; 

Go on with Sylla's fortune; let thy fate 
Make thee like him, this, that way forVunate; 

Apollo’s ima|;e side with thee^o bless 
Thy war, discreetly mdde, with white success: 
Meantime thy prophets wLtch by watch shall pray, 
While young Charles fights, and fighting wins the 
day. 

That done, our smooth-jAic’d^poems all shall be 
Sung in the high doxology of thee: 

Then maids shall strew thee, and thy curls from them 
Receive, with songs, a flowery diadem. 
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CCCLXXVIII. 

TO THE klNO,^ UP^N HIS COMING Wti'H HIS ARMY 

IN'ft THE WEST. 

Welcome, most welcome to our vows anil us, 
Most {preat and Ut^iversal Genius 1 
The drooping west, which hitherto has stood 
As one, in long-lamented widowhood, 

Looks like a bride now, or a bed of flowers, 
Newly refresh’d both by the sun and showers; 
War, which before was horrid, imw appears 
Lovely in you, Irave Prince, of Chvaliersl 
A dcitl of courage in each bosom spring! 

By your access, O you the best of Kings! 

Ride on with all white omens, so that where 
Your standard’s up, we fix a conquest there. 

CCCLXXIX. 

TO THE KltlQ. 

Give way, give way; ^ow, now my Charles shines 
here, 

A public ligli|, in this immensive sphere; 

Some stars were fix’d before, but these are dim, 
Compar’d, in this my ample orb, to him. 

Draw in your feeble fires, while that he 
Appears but in his meanA majesty; 

Wheib, if such glory flashes from his name, 

Which is his shade, who can abide his flame I 
Princes, and such lik%pul$lio lights as these, 

Muat not be look’d on but at distances; 

For, if we gaze on these brave lamps too near, 

Our eyes they’ll blind, or if not blind, they’ll blear. 
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CCCLXXX. 

TO HIS DEXR iPaLENTINC, MRS. RAROARbT FALCON 

BRIDGE. 

Now is your turn, my dearest to be set 
A gem in this eternal coronet; ^ 

’Twas rich before, but since your name is down, 

It sparkles now like Ariadne’s crown. * 

Blaze by this sphere for ever: or this do, 

Let me and it shine evermore by you. 

o CCCLXXXT.' 

TO Hi's HONOURABLE FRIEND, M. JOHN WEARE, 

COUNSELLOR. 

Did I or love, or could I others draw 
To the indulgence of the rugged law; 

The first foundation of that zeal should be 
By reading all her pfiragraphs in thee, 

Who dosl^so fitly with the laws unite. 

As if you two were one herfuaphrodite; 

Nor courts thou her because she’s well attended 
With wealth, but for those ends she wrs intended; 
Which were^ and still her offices are known, 

Law is to give to ev’ry one his own; 

To shore the feeble up against the strong, 

To shield the stranger anfl! the poor from wrong: 
This was the founder’s grave and good intent,*' 

To keep the outcast in his tenement; 

To free the orphan from tliat ;volf-like man, 

Who is his butcher more than guardian; 

To dry the widow's tears, and stop her swoons, 

By pouring balm^and oil into her wounds; 
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This was the old way, and 'tis yet thy course 
To keep those pious principles in fo^ce. 
Modest I will be, but one word Til say, 

Like to a sound that's vanishing away, 
Sooner the inside of thy hand shall grow 
Hisped and hairy, ere thy palm shall know 
A postern-bribe took, or a forked fee 
Co fetter justice, when she might be free. 
Eggs ril not shave; but yet, brave man, if I 
Was destin'd forth to golden sover|igntyi 
A prince I’d be, that 1 might thee prefer 
To be my counsel both and chancellor. 


CCCLXXXtI. 

TO THE MOST COlfELT AN^p FROPBR M. ELIZABETH 

FINCH. 

Handsome you are, and proper*you will bj, 

Despite of dl your infojtunity; 

Live long and lovely, but yet g^owno less 
In that your own prefix’d comeliness; 

Spend on thaf stock, and when your life must fall, 
Leave others beauty ta set up withal. • 


CCCLXXXlll. 

TO THE HONOURED MASTER ENDYMION PORTER. 

When to thy porcl^ I c^me, and, ravish’d, see 
The state of poets there attending thee; 

Those bards, and 1, all in a chorus sing, 

« We are thy prophets, Porter; {hou our king." 
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CCCLXXXIT, 

' TO SIR JOim BERKLEY, GOVERNOR OF, CXETER. 

Stand forth, brave man, since Fate has i^a^e thee here 
The Hector over aged Exeter; 

Who for a long sad time has vreoping Stood,, 

Like a poor lady, lost in widowhood t 
But fears not now to see her safety sold, 
A9i>thePj!owns and cities were, for gold, 

By those ignoble births, which shame the stem 
That gave progermination unto them ; 

Whose resUess ghosts shall hear.iheir children sing, 
Our sires'betrayed their country and their kmg. 

True, if this city seven times rounded was 

With rock, and seven times circumflarik’d with brass, 

Yet, if thou wort not, Berkley, loy!?l proof, 

The senators down tumbling with the roof, 

Would into prais'd but pitied, ruins fall, 

,« Leaving no show where stood the capital. 

But thou artf just and itchless, and dost pfease 
Thy genius with two stvength'ning buttresses, 

Faith, and affection; which will never slip 
To weaken this thy great Dictatorship. 

I 

CCCLXXXV. 

c 

TO nis WORTHY FRIEND^ M. ARTHUR BARTLY. 

When after many lustres thou shalt be 
Wrap’d up in sere-cloth .with thine ancestry; 

When of thy ragg'd escutcheons shall be seen 
1^0 little left, as if they ne'er liatf been; 

Thou shalt tliy name have, and thy fame’s best trust, 
Here with the generation of my just. 
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CCCLXXXVl. 

UPON M. WILLIAM LAWE8, THE RAKE MUSTCIAN. 

Should 1 nq1 put on blacks, when each, one here 
Comes'with his cypress, and devotes, a tfiRr? 

Should .1 pot fp*ieve, n.y Lawes, when every lute, 

Viol, and voice is,<by thy loss, struck mutef 
Thv loss, brav'^ man! whose numbers l\{^ve been hurl'd, 
Ana no less prais’d than spread throughout the world: 
Some have thee call'd Ampliion ; some 0 / us 
Nam’d thed Tcrpauder, cr sweet Orpheus; 

Some this, some that,, but all in tj^is a^ee, 

Music had both her birth and death with th& 


, CCCLXXXVIl. 

TO HIS HONOURED AND iffoST INGENIOUS FRIEND 
MR. CHARLES COTTON. 

For brave comportment, wit without offenae. 

Words fully flowing, yetiof influence, 

Thou art that man of men, the man alone 
Worthy the p|[blic admiration; 

Who with thine own eyes read’si what we do write, 
And giv’st our numbels euphony and weight; 

Toll’st when a verse springs high, how understood 
To he, or not, born of the^oyal blood: 

What^tate above, what symmetry below, 

Lin^s have, or should have, thou the best can show; 
For which, my Charl^, iA my pride to be, 

Not»so much known, as to be lov’d of thee ; 

Long may 1 live so, and my wreath of bays 
Be less anotlier’s laurel than thy praise* 
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CCCLXXKVUl. 

TO H. LEONVID WILLAN, H18 PEGULIAP FRIEND, 

1 will be short, and having quickly hurl'd 
This line about, live thou throughout the World, 

Who art a man for all scenes; unto whom, 

What’s hard to others, nothing’s troublesome: 

Can’st write the comic, tragic strain, and fall 
From these to pen the pleasing pastoral: 

Who ili’st at all heights; prose and verse runs’t 
through; ^ 

Find’st here a ^ult, and mend’st the trespass too; 

For which I might extol thee, but speak lesg, 

Because thyself art coming to the press; 

And then should 1 in praising thee be slow, 

Posterity will pay thee what 1 owe. 

cccixtxxix. 

TO HIS WORTHY FRIEND, M. JOHN HALL, STUDENT 

OF *aRAY*8-INN. 

Tell me, yoiing man, or did tl]e Muses bring 
The less to taste, than*to drink up their spring; 

That none hereafter should be thought, or be 
A poet, or a poet-like, but thee ? * 

What was thy birth, thy star that makes thee known, 
At twice ten years, a prine and public one? 

Tell us thy nation, kindred, pr the whence 
Thou had’st and hast thy mighty influence, 

That makes thee lov’d, qpd of the men desir’d, 

And no less prais’d, than oiUhe maids admir’d. 

Put on thy laurel then, and in that trim 
Be thou Apollo, or the type of him; 

Or let the unshorn god lend thee his lyre, 

And next to him, be master of the choir. 
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*tccxc* 

TO EIS BROTHER, NICHOLAS HERRICK. 

What Others have with cheapness seen, and ease, 

In varnish'd maps, by the help of compasses; 

Or read in volumes, ar.d those books withal 
Their large narrations, incanonical, 

Thou hast beheld those seas and countries far; 

AniF tell'st to us what once they were and are; 

So that with bold truth thou canst now relate 
This kingdom's fortune, apd that empire's fate; 

Canst talk to us of Shajon, where a spiing 
Of roses heve an endless flourishing; 

Of Sion, Sinai, Nebo, and with them^ 

Make known to us the New Jerusalem; 

The Mount of Olives, Calvary, and where 
Is, and hast seen, thy Saviour^s sepulchre: 

So that the man that will but lay his ears, 

As inapostate, to the thing he hears, 

Shall by his hearing quickly come to sec 
The truth of travels less*in books than thee. 

cccxci. 

TO THE MOST ACCOMPLISHED GENTLEMAN, MASTER 
MICHAEL OULSWORTH. 

](Ior think that thou in Jjiis my hook art worst, 

• Because not plac’d here with the midst, or first; 
Sinc6 fame that sides with these, or goes before 
Those that must live wi^ tfiee for evermore; 

That fame, and famous rear'd pillar, thou shalt see 
Ir^the next sheet, brave man, to follow thee: 

Fix on that column then, and never fall, 

Held up by fame's eternal pedestal. 
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CCCXCIT. 

THE SCHOOL PEARL OF PUTNEY, THE MISTRESS 
OF ALL SINOULAR MANNERS, MRS. PORTMAN. 

Whether I was myself, or else did see 
Out of myself that glorious hidirarchy; 

Or whether those, in orders rare, or these 
Made up one state of sixty Venuses; 

Or whether fairies, syrens, nymphs they were, 

Or muses, on their mountain sitting there; 

Or some enchanted place, 1 do not know; 

Or Sharon, wKere eternal roses grow; 

This I am sure, 1 ravish'd stood, as one 
Confus’d in utter admiration. 

Methought I saw them stir, and gently move, 

And look as all were capable of love; 

And in their motion smdit much like to flowers 
Inspir’d by th' sun-beams after dews and showers. 
There did I see the fhverend Rectress stand, 

f 

Who with her eyes-gleam, op a glance of hand, 

Those spirits rais’d, Liid with like precepts then, 

As with a magic, laid them all again: 

A happy reahn 1 when no compulsive IW, 

Or fear of it, 4>ut love keeps albin awe. 

Live you, great mistress of your hearts, and be 
A nursing mother so to majesty, 

As those your ladies may in time be seen, 

For grace and carriagei every one a queen. 

One birth their parents gtive them, but their new 
And better being, they receive* from you: 

Man’s former birth is graceless, but the state 
Of life comes in when he’s regenerate. 
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CCCXCIJl. 

TO THE KIMQ, UPON HIS WELCOME TO HAMPTON 
COURT. SET AND SUNG! 

Welcome, Great Csesar! welcome now you are, 

As dearest peace after destructive war; 

Welcome as slumbers, or as beds of ease, 

After our long and peevish sicknesses. 

0 j|omp of glory! Welcome now, and come 
To repossess once more your long’d-for home; 

A thousand altars smoke, a thousand thighs 
Of beeves here ready staitd for sacrifice: 

Enter and prosper, while our eyes do trait 
For an asdfcndant thoroughly auspicious; 

Under which sign we may the former stone 
Lay of our safeties new foundation. 

That done, 0 Caasar! live, and be to us 
Our Fate, our Fortune, and^our Genius; 

To whose free knees we may our temples tie, 

As to a still protecting Deity: * 

That should you stir, w$, and our altata lUU, 

May, Great Augustus, go along with you. 

Chor, Long live the King; and to accomplish this, 

* We’ll from otr own add far more years to his. 

cccxoiv. 

TO HT8 KINSMAN, M. T3|0. HERRICK, WHO DESIRED 
TO BE IN HIS BOOK. 

Welcome to this my coJlegU, and, though late 
Thou’st got a plac^here, standing candidate; 

matters not, since thou art chosen one 
Here of my great and good foundation. 



174 


^ HESPERIDES. 


CCCXCV. 

ULTIMUS llEROUM; OR, 

TO THE MOST LEARNED, AND TO THE RIGHT 
HON. HENRY, MARQUIS OF DORCHESTER. 

And as, time past, when Cato the severe, 

Entered the circumspacious theatre, 

In reverence of his person, every one 

Stood as he had been turn’d from flesh to stone; 

E’en so my numbers will astonish’d be, 

If but look’d on; struck dead, if scan’d by thee. 

♦ • * 

CCCXCVl. 

TO HIS MUSE. ANOTHER TO THE SAME. 

Tell that brave man, fain thou would’st have access 
To kiss his hands; but tj;at for fearfulness, 

Or else, because th’art like a modest bride. 

Ready to blush to de^th should he but chide. 


' CCCXCVli. 

TO M. HENRY LAWES, THE EXCELLENT COMPOSER 

OF HIS LYRICS. * 

Touch but thy lyre, my Harry, and I hear 
From thee some raptures of the rare Gotiere; 

Then if thy voice commingle with the string, 

I hear in thee the rare Laniere to sing, ’ 

Or curious Wilson; tell const thou be 
Less than Apollo, that usurp’siisuch three ,* 

Three, unto whom the whole world give applausd; 
Yet their three praises praise but one, that’s Lawus. 
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GCCXCVIII, 

TO SIR OEOROe PARRY, DOCTOR OF THE ClVIIi LAW* 

t 

1 have niy laurel chaplet on my head, 

If 'mongst these many numbers to be read, 

But one by you be hug’d and cherished. 

Peruse my measures thoroughly, and where 
Your judgment finds a guilty poem, there 
Be you a judge, but not a judge severe. 

The meat! pass by, or over; none Amtemn ; 

The good applaud ^ the peccant lesif condemn. 
Since altsolution you can give to them. 

Stand forth, brave man, here to the public sight, 
And in my book now claim a two-fold-right; 

The first as Doctor, and tie last as Knight. 

■ 

cccxcix. 

TO HIS LEARNED IrIEND, M. JO. HARMAR, 
PHYSICIAN TO THE COLLEGE OF 
WESTMINSTER. 

When first 1 find thosil numbers thou db’st write, 
To^be most soft, terce, sweet, and perpolite; 

Next, when 1 see thee toi^’ring in the sky, 

In an exparfsion no less large than high; 

Then in that compass, sailing Jiere and there, 
AndVith circumgyration ff^erywhere; 

Following with love and active heat thy game, 

And then at last to truss the epigram; 



< HKSrSRIQRf 

J fnu0f confess, ^^dP^iSictlon none I see 
Between DotnitiRt)*iS ^hen and thcc 

JBut this I knoif, ^H6uld Juj^iter again 
DeSb^nd from heaveo, to re-converse with men; 
The Koman language, full and superfine, 

If J^ve would speak, he would ■accept of thine. 

cccc. 

TO Ills BROTllCR-IN-LAW, MA8TLR JOHN 
WINGFIELD. 

For being comelyi consonant; and free 
To most of men, but most of all to me; 

For so decreeing, that thy clothes* expense 
Keeps still within a just circumference; 

Then for contriving so to load thy board, 

As that the messes ne’r^o'rlaid the Lord; 

Next, for ordaining that thy words not swell 
To any unsober "syllable; 

These I could praise thee, for beyond another, 
Wert thou a WingdUd only, not a hi other. 

CCGCI. 

TO THE HANDSOMP MRS. GRACE POTTHK. 

As is your name, so is yoitr comely face ^ 

Touch'd everywhere with such diffused grace 
As that in all that adiuira]}le round, 

There is not one least solecistn found; 

And as that part, so every portion else 
Keeps line for line with beauty's parallels. 
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ccrni. 

TO ins PBcoM\R ruruND# M. jrt. wicks. 

\ 

Siiici* f?tied or i^ottapfe 1 have nOtie, 

I siiipf ^Jie more, thnt thou hast one j, 

To whoso t>lad tlir(“<hMil, and fri‘e door 
I may a poet conic, though poor, 

And cat with (hee a savory bit, 

Paying but common thanks for it: 

Ycl should I chance, my Wiiks, to see 
An over Jcavcn look in thee, 

To soirf the bread, and lurn the beer 
To an pxalled viwcirar ; 

Or Hii^nld'st thou ])riz(‘ me as a dish 
Of fhrieo-boil’d worts, or third days fish, 

I’d rather liuiijrry pfo and come, 

Tlian to tliy house be burdensome \ 

V|t. in my di'pth of (?ri^f, I’d be 
One that sbonld drop his beads for thee. 


C( (^•111 

TO lur. klN<i, UPON HIS T,MvIN<; OP urJCKHTER. 

Tins day is yours, Grcat^Charles ! and iiKhis war 
Your ^,ile and ours alike victorious arc. 

In heV white stoic, now victory di»cs rest, 

Ensplier’d witji palm on yoi# triumphant crest; 

Fortune iW now your captive; other Htnprs 

Hold her hands; you hold IVoth hands and wings. 


M. VOL. ii. 
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^ HESPEKfDES. 


CCCCIV. 

TO Hrs FR1E^D MASTER J. JINCK9. 

Love^ !ove me now, because 1 place 
Thee here among; my righteous race; 

The bastard slips may droop and die, 

Wanting both root and earth, but thy 
Immortal self shall boldly trust 
To live for ever with my Just. . 

ccccv. 

To THE LORD«HOFTON, ON UlS FIGHT IF CORNWALL. 

\ 

Gq on, brave Hopton, to bifectuate that 
Which we, and times to come, shall liondcr at: 
Lift up thy sword; next, suffer it to fall, 

And by that one blow set an end to all. 

ijcccvr, 

< 

TO HIS SISTER-IN-LAW, M. SUSANNAH HERRICK. 

t. 

The person crowns the place; your lot doth fall 
Last, yet to be wj>th thes£* a principal: 

11 ow cre it fortuned, know, f^ur truth, I meant 
You a fore-leader in this testamenti 

ccccvii. 

TO THE EARL OF WESTMORELAND. 

< 

When my date’s done, and my grey Age die; 
Nurse up, great lord, this my posterity; 

Weak though it be, 16ng may it grow, and dtand, 
Shor’d up by you, brave l^arl of Westmoreland. 



MORAL AND PATHETIC. 



CCCCVIII. 

A P&Al.M, OU HYMN TO THE GHAC'ES. 

Glorjiibe to the Gijhcos, 

That do in public placjCH, 

Drive thence what ere encumberf 
The listening to my numbers! 

Honour be to the Graces, 

Who do with sweet embraces, 

Show they are i^ell contented 
With what d have invented! 

Worship bs to the Graces, 

*iV}io do from sour faces, 

And lungs that woi Id infect me, 
Fur evermore protect me i 
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MORAL AND PATHETIC. 


CCCCIX. 

TO mT DENHAM, ON UTS PROSPECTIVE POEM, 

Ob look'd I back unto the times hence flown, 

To praise those muses, and dislike our own; 

Or did 1 walk those Pcan girdeiis through, 

To kick the flow'rs, and scorn their odours too; 

I might, and justly, be reputed ^erdf 
One nicely mad, or peevishly severe; 

But by Apollo! as I worship wk, 

Where I have cause to burn uorfumes to it, 

So, I confess;*'tis somewhat to do well 
In our high art, although we can’t exc«l, 

Like you; or dare the buskirs to unloose 
Ot’thy brave, bold, and s\^ot Maronian muse. 

But sUice [hn call'd rare Denham, to be gone, 
Take ti^om thy Herrick this conclusion; 
'Tis»dignity in others, if tlhey he 
Crown'd poets, yet livfe princes under thee; 
Thfi?whilc their wreaths and purple robes do shine, 
Less by their own gems then those Dcams of thine. 
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' HESPEAIDES 


CCCCX. 

TO HIS DYIN..} BROTHER, MASTER WILLIAM 

HERRICK. 

Life of my life, take not so soon tliy flight,‘ 

But stay the time till we have b'arle good night. 

Thou hast both wind and tide with thee; thy way 
As soon dispatch’d is by the night as day. 

Let us not then so rudely henceforth go 

Till we have wept, kiss’d, sigh’d, shook hands, or so. 

There’s pain in parting, and a kind of beJh 

When once trueOove^s take thei,” last farewell. 

What ? sUall we two our endless leaves take, here 
Without a sad look, or a solemn tear? 

He knows not love that hath not tliis truth proved, 
Love is most loth to leave the thing beloved. 

Pay we our vows and go, yet when we part, 

Then, even then, I will bequeath my heart 
Into thy loving hands [ for I’ll keep none 
To warm m/*breast, when thou my pulse art gone: 
No, here I’ll last, and,walk, a'^iarmlcss shade, 

About this urn, wherein thy dust is laid, 

To guard it so as nothing here shall be t 
Heavy, to hurtrthose sacred seeds of thee. 

ccccri. 

TO MISTRESS DOROTHY PARSONS. 

If thou ask me, dgar, wherefore 
J do write of thee no n ore; 

1 must answer, sweet thy part 
Less is hbre than in my heart. 



MOKAL AND PATHETIC. 


CCCCXll. 

DUPON THE TROUBLESOME TIHES 

01 Times most bad, 
Without the scope 
Of hope 

Of better to be had ! 

Where shall 1 go, 

Or whither run, 

To ^un 

This public overthrovjf ? 

No places are, 

This 1 am sure. 

Secure 

In this our was^ng war. 

Some storms we’ve past; 
Yet we must atl 
D^wn fall, 

And perish at the list, 
ccccxiii. 

ON HIMSELF. 

I will no longcr*kiss, 

I can n» longer stay ; 

* The way of all flesh is, 

That I mus$ go this day 
Since longeM can’t live, 

My trolic youths, adieu: 
My lamp to you 1*11 give, 
And all my troubles too. 
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HEfirGRIDF.S. 


CCCCXIV, 

UPON ins SItlTER*TN-LAW, MRS. ELIZA^. HERRICK. 

First, for effusions due unto the dead, ^ 

My solemn vows have here accomplished; 

Next, how I love thee, that hiy grief must tell, 
Wherein thou liv’st for ever. Dear, farewell! 

ccccxv, 

UPON THE BISHOP OF LINCOLN'S IMPRISONMENT. 

Never was dly so over-s!fck with showers, 

But t||iat it £ad ^omc intermitting hours. 

Never was night so tedious, but it kne'C^ 

The last watch out, and saw the dawning too. 
Never was dungeon so obscurely deep, 

Wherein or light or day did never peep. 

Never did moon so ebo, or seas so wane. 

But they left hope-seed to fill up again. 

So you, ©y lord, though you have now your stay, 
Your night, your prison, ^d your ehh; you may 
Spring up afresh, When all these mists are spent, 
And star-like, once more gild^ur firmament. 

Let hut that mighty Caesar speak, aAd then 
All bolts, a91 bars, all gates Shall cleave, as when 
That earthquake shoo& the house, and gave the st(>ut 
Apostles way, unshacklori, to go out. 

This, as I wish for, so I hope to see; ' 

Though you, my lori?, have been unkind to me: 

To wound my heart, aiwl never to apply, 

When you had power, the dicanest remedy. 

Well, though my grief by you was gall’d the nfore, 
Yet 1 bring balm and oil to heal your sore. 



MOriAL AND PATlftiTlC. 
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CCCCXVI, 


TO ANTIIEA. 

If, dear Anthea, my hard fate it be 
To live some few sad hours after thee; 

Thy sacred corse uath odours I will burn, 

And with my laurel crown thy golden urn. 

Then holding up there such religious things, 

*As were, time past, thy holy fillitings : 

Near to thy reverend pitcher I will fall 
Down (Uad with grief^ and end nij woes withal!; 

So three in one sn^all plot of ^roui^d shall lay, 
Anther, Herrick, and his poetry. 

ccccxvii. 

DRAN-BOURN, A RUDE RIVER IN DEVON, BY WrflcTl 
SOMETIME^ HE LIVED. 

Dean-bourn, farewell; I never look to see 
Dean, or thy warty incivility; 

Thy rocky bottom, fliat dotjj tear thy streams, 

And make theni^frantic e’en to all extremes, 

To my c(Atcnt, 1 never should behold. 

Were thy streamsvsilvcr, or thy ro^ks all gold. 
Rocky, thou art; and rot^y we discover 
Thy men, and rocky jre thy ways all over, 
0^icn,«0 manners; now, and ever known 
To*be a rocky generation; 

^ people^currish, chiiflisli as the seas. 

And rude almostvis rudest savages, 

•With whom I did, and may re-sojouni when 
ilotks turn to rivers, rivers turn to men. 



186 


^ HEBPERIDES. 


CCCCXVIIL 

JO SIR CLTPSBY CREW. 

Since to the country first I camCj 
I have lost my former flame; 

And, methinks, I not inherit, 

As 1 did, my ravish’d spirit. 

If I write a verse or two, 

'Tis with very much ado; 

In regard 1 want that wine 
Which s^hould conjuce up a line. 

Yet, thfrugh^now of mu?e bereft, 

&have still the, manners left 
For to thank you, noble sir, 

For those gifts you do confer 
Upon him, who only can 
Be in prose a graceful man. 

feCCCXlX. 

TO THE KINO AND QUEEN, Up.ON THEIR UNHAPPY 

D^TANCES. 

Woe, woe to them, who by a ball of stlife, 

Do, and havo-parted here a mdn and wife ; 
Charles, the best husband, while Maria strives^ 
To be, and is, the very bes^ of wives; 

Like streams, you are divorc’d, but ’twill c6me yrben 
These eyes of mine sh£^ see you mix again. 

Thus speaks the Oak here^iC. and M. 8h4l meef, 
Treading on amber with their Silver feet; 

Nor will’t be long ere this accomplish’d be; 

The words found true, C. M. remember me. 
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CCCGXX. 

. • THE BAD SEASON MAKES THE PO^ST SAD. 

Dull id myself, and almost dead to these, 

My many''fresh and fragrant mistresses; 

Lost to all music now, since everything 
Puts on the semblance here of sorrowing; 

Sick is the land to th’ heart; and doth endure 
More dangerous faintings by her despVate cure. 
But if that golden age would come again, 

And Charjcs here rule,,as he before did reign: 
If smooth and unpe.^plex’d the 8eas*^ns were, 

As when the sweet Maria lived here; 

1 should delight to have my curls half drown’d 
In Syrian dews, and head with roses crown’d: 
And once more yet, ere I am laid out dead, 
Knock at a star with my eitalted head. 

cccxxi. 

MEN MIND NO STATE IN SICKNESS. 

That flow of gallants which approach 
Tgkiss thy hand from out the coach; 

That fleeftf lackevs which do run 

m 

Before thy swift iR)stilion ; ^ 

Those strong hoof’d mules, which we behold 
Bein’d in with purpl% pearl, and gold, 

Anal shod with silver, prove to be 
The drawers of the axeli'^c; 

Tiiy wife, thy cluIdreiUP and the state 
Of Persian looms 8nd antique plate: 

1^,11 these, and more, Shall then afford 
No joy to thee*, their sickly lord. 
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HESPEIIIDES. 


CCCCXXII. 

HU) PRAYER TO BEN JONSON. 

When I a verse shall makci 
Know I have pray’d thee, 

For old religion’s sako, 

Saint Uen, to aid me. 

Make the way smooth for me 
When I, thy Herrick, 

Honouring thee, on ray knee 
Offer ihy Lyric. 

Candles I’tl give to thee, 

And a new altar; 

And thou, Saint Hen, shalt be 
Writ in my psalter. 

CCCCXXTTl. 

TO HTS TOMB-MAKER. 

Go 1 must; when I am gone, 

Write but this upon my stone; 

Chaste I liv’d, without a wife, 

That’s the story of my life. % 

Strev ings need none, «jvery flower 
Is in thiS word bachelor. 

CCCCAXIV. 

THE POET HA^l LOST HIS PIPE. 

I cannot pipe as I'wa*' wont to do, 

Broke is my reed, hoarsens my singing too 
My wearied oat I’ll hang upon the tree, 
And give it to the Sylvan deity. 
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ccccxxv. 

TO HIS VERSES. 

What will ye, my poor orphans, do, 
Wlien»l must leave the world and you ; 
Who’ll give ye then ashrlfring shed, 

Or credit ye, when I am dead ? 

Who’ll let ye by their fire sit, 

Although ye have a stock of wit, 

Already coin’d to pay for it ? 
i cannot tell; unless there be 
Some race of old humanity ^ 

Leftj of the large heart ancf long han{}, 
Alive, as noble W’^estmoreland, 

Or gallant Newark; which brave two 
May fost’ring fathers be to you. 

If not, expect to be less 
ill used than babes left fatherless. 

ccccxxvi. 

TO MY DEAREST SISTER, M. aMERCY HERRICK. 

Whene’er I gt^ or whatsoe’er befals 
Me in mine age, or fojpign funerals, 

This blessing 1 will leave tliej ere I go, 

Prosper thy basket, and therein thy dough; 

Feed thctpaste of iil hefts, or else knead 
And baKb the flour of aiftber for thy bread; 

Balnf may tliy tears drop, ^nd*thy springs run oil, 
Aud everlasting harveat crown thy soil! 

Thefc I but wish for; but thyself shall see 
The blessing rfall in mellow times on thee. 
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f H£BPERIDES. 


CCCCXXVII. 

TO HIS CLOSET GODS. 

When I go hcncc, ye closet gods, I fear 
Never again to have ingression here; 

Where I have had, whatever^ things could be 
Pleasant and precious to my muse and me. 
Besides rare sweets, 1 had a book which none 
Could read the intext but myself alone ; ' 

About the cover of this book there went 
A curious comely clean compartlement; 

And in the midst, to grace it more, was set 
A blushing pretty peeping rubelct; 

But now *tis closed ; and being shut and seal’d, 
Be it, O be it never more reveal’d! 

Keep here still, closet gods, ’fore whom I've set 
Oblations oft of sweetest marmelet. 


CCCCXXVIII. 

TO HIS FRIEND, qN THE *JNTUNEABLE TIMES. 

Play I could once; but, gentle friend, you see 
My harp hung up here on the willow tree. 

Sing 1 could once; and bravely, too, inspire, 

With luscious numbers, my melodious lyre. 

Draw, 1 could once, althdiligh not stocks or stones, 
Amphion-liko men made oR flesh and bones 
Whether I would; btrt, ah! I know not how 
1 feel in this my transmutation now. 

Grief, my dear friend, has first my harp unstru?g, 
Wither'd my hand, and palsy-struck tongue. 
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CCCCXXIX. 

ins POETRY ms PILLAR. 

'Only a little more 
I have to write, 

Then I’ll give o’er, 

And bid tlie world good-night. 

’Tis but a flying minute 
That r must stay, 

Or linger in it, 

*And then 1 must away. 

O Time, that cut’st down all! 
And scarce Icav’st here 
Memorial 

Of any men that were. 

How many lie forgot 
In vaults benc^h; 

And piece-meal rot 

Without a fame in death ^ 

Bihold this living stone 
I real* for me, 

Ne'er to be t^irown 

Down, enviou^ Time, by thee. 

Pillars let soVie se^ up, 

If so thcyifilcase, 

Here my hope, 

And my Pyrmnid. 
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UESrEIllDES. 


CCCC’XXX. 

SAFETY TO LOOK TO ONE’S SELF. 

For niy i)oi{Tl)l)our, I’ll not know 

Whether lii^'h he builds or no; 

Only this T'll look npon| 

Finn be my foundation. 

Sound or unsound let it be, 

’Tis the lot ordain’d for me. 

He wlio to the ground does fall, 

Has not whence to sink at all. 

« 

CCCCXXXI. 

II 

NO SHIPWRECK OF VIRTUE. TO A FRIEND. 

Thou salFst witli others in this Argos here, 

Nor wreck or bulging thou hast cause to lear; 
But trust to this, my noWe passenger, 

Who swims with Virtue, he shall still be sure, 
Ulysscs-Iike, all tempests to endure. 

And ’midst a thousand gulfs to be secure. 

ct'CCXXXII. 

THE CURSE. A SONG. 

Go, perjured :.ian; and if thou e’er return 
To see the small remairders in mine urn; 

When thou shalt laugh at my religious dust. 

And ask, where’s now the colour, form, and t'*ust 
Of woman’s beauty ? and with hand more ru'ae 
Rifle the flowers which virgins strew’d; 
Know, 1 have pray’d to Furyj’ that some wind 
May blow my ashes up, and strike thee blind. 
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CCCCXXXIll. 

FOUR THINGS MAKE US HAPFY HF.KB. 

He^th is the first good lent to*men; 

A gentle disposition then: 

Nex't, to be rich by no bye-ways ; 
Lastly, with friends t* enjoy our days. 

ccccxxxiv. 

TO HIS HOUSEHOLD GODS. 

Rise, household-gods, and let us go, 
ButVhither, I myself not kno^. 

First, let us dftell on rudcikt seas; 

Nftct, with severest savages; 

Last, let us make our best abode, 
Where human foot has yet ne’er trod; 
Search worlds of ice,^ and rather there 
>kDwelI, than in loathed Devonshire. 

ccccxxx^. 

GOOD FREC|:FTS, OR COUNSEL. 

In all thy need, be thou possess’d 
Still wit't a wcU-prcj^ared breast; 

Nor let thy shackles make thee sad ; 

Thou canst but have what others had. 

* And this for comfort ^hou must know, 
Tiynes that are ill won’t still be so; 
Cldtads will not evA pour down rain; 

A sullen day will cletu; again. 

First jfeals of thunder we must hear, 
fl'hen lutes and harps shall strike the ear. 

N. VVOL. II. 
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CCCCXXXVI. 

TO JULIA. 

The saint-bell calls; and Juliai I must r<*ad 
The proper lessons for the saints now dead ; 

To grace which service, Julia, there shad be 
One holy collect said or sung for thee. 

Dead when thou art, dear JuUa, thou shalt have 
A trental sung by virgins o'er thy grave; 
Meantime we two will sing the dirge of these, 
Who dead, deserve our best remembrances. 

^CCCCXXXVI!. 

TO HIS MAID PKEW. 

These summer birds did with thy master stciy 
'fhe times of warmth, but then diey flew away, 
Leaving the poet, being* now grown old, 

Expos’d to all the coming winter's cold. 

But thou, kind Frew, did’st with my fates abid..', 
As well th& winter’s as the summer’s tide; 

For which thy love^ live with thy master here, 
Not one, but all the seasons of the year. 

ccccxxxviy. 

TO I^LECTRA. 

Let not thy tombstone be laid by me; 

Nor let my hearse be wept'upon by thee; 

But let that instant when thou dy'st be kn^^wn, 
The minute of mine expiration; 

One knell be rung for both, imd let one grave 
To hold us two an endlesa honour have. 
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CCCCXXXIX. 

HIS ALMS. 

Here, here I live, 

And somewhat give 
Of what 1 have 
To*tho8e who crave. 

Little or much. 

My Alms is such; 

But if my deal 
Of oil and meal 
Shall fuller grow, 

Mnre I'll bestow. 

Mean time, be it 
E'en but a bit, 

Or else a crumb, 

The scrip hath some. 

CCCCXL. 

TilG PLUNDER. 

I am of all bereft, 

Save biffc some few beans left, 
Whereof, at last, to make 
For me and mine a cake; 
Which eaten, they an(b I 
Will say our grace, and die. 

(?bccxLi. 

UPON HIS E9E-8IGHT FAILING HIM 

I begin to vw-ne in sight; 

Shortly < shall bid good night; 
Then no gazing more about, 
When the tapers once are out. 



im 

( 


HE^FERIDES. 


CCCCXLII. 

A HYMN TO CLIPSEBY CREW. 

f 

*Twas not love’s dart, 

Or any blow 
Of want, or foe. 

Did wound my heart 
With an eternal smart. 

But only you. 

My sometimes known 
Coihpanion, 

, My dearest Crew, ^ 

That me unkindly slew* 

May your fault die, 

And have no name 
In books of Vame: 

Or let it lie 
For£fotten no^ as L 

We parted are 
And now no more. 

As heretofore 
By jocund Lair, 

Shall be familia/. 

But though we ^ever, 

My Crew phall see 
That f will b^ 

Here faithless nefTer, 

But love my Clipseoy ever. 
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CCCCXLIII. 

A DIRQE, UPON THE DEATH OF TllE RIGHT VALIANT 
LORD BERNARD STUART. 

Hence, hence, profane; soft silence let us have, 

While we this Trental sing about thy grave. 

Had wolves or tigers seen but thee, 

They would have show’d civility j 
And in compassiop of thy yeais, 

Wash'd those ^ly purple vkoumIs with tears. 

Bu^ since th’art slain, and in thy falf 
The drooping kingdom suffers all. 

Chor, This we will do; we’ll daily come 
And offer tears upon ^hy tomb; 

And if that they will not suffice. 

Thou shalt have souls for sacriBc^ 

Sleep in thy peace, while we with spice perfume thee, 
And cedar wash thee,*that noaimes consume thee. 

Live, l?ve thou dost, and shalt, for why ? 

Souls do not with their bodies dTe; 

Ignoble offsprings, thc^ may fall 
Into the flames of fineral: 

^hen as the choi^n seed shall spring 
Fresh, and forever flomishing. 

tjyif And times to come shall, weeping, read thy 

glory. 

Less in thtse marble stones, thanjn thy story. 
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GCCCXLIV. 

UPON HIS DEPARTURE HENCE, 

Thus I 
Pass by, 

And die, 

As one 
Unknown 
And gone; 

I'm made 
A shade, 

And laid 
I'th grave, 

There have 
My cave: 

Where* tell 
I dwell, 

Farewell. 

cueexLv. 

UPON HIMSELF. 

Come, leave tlijs loathed countr^v-life, and then 
Grow up to be a Roman,citizen. 

Those mites of time, which yet remain unspent, 
Waste thou in that most civil government 
Get their comportment, and ihe gliding toRgt.e 
Of those mild men thou arf to live among; 
Then being seated in that smocther sphere, 
Decree thy everlasting topic^there; 

And to the farm-house ne'er return at a^, 
Though granges do not love thee, cities shall 
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CCGCXLVI. 

LEPROSY IN GLOTHEl, 

When flowing garments I behold, 

Inspir’d with purple, pearl, and gold; 

I think no other, but 1 see 
In them a glorious leprosy, 

That does infect, and make the rent 
More mortal in the vestimcnt. 

As flowety vestures do descry 
The i.earer’s rich immodesty; • 

So plain and simple clothes do^show^ 

Where virtue walks, not those that flow. 

CCCCXLVII. 

TO HIS KINSWOMAN, MISTRESS SUSANNA 
HERHICK. 

V 

When I consider, dearest, thou dost stay 
But here awhile, to languish and decs}*; 

Like to these garden gjorves, which here be 
The flow’ry sweet resemblance! of thee: 

With grief of heart, methinks, I thus do cry, 

Would thoif had’st ne’er been born, or might’st not 
die, * 

CCCCXfiVlIl. 

TJIESRAINBOW. 

V^ook how the rainbow doth appear 
But in one only lj|m%phere; 

Soilikewise af[er our decease, 

No more is seen,the arch of peace. 

That cov’naiit’s here, the under-bow, 

That nothing shoots, but vjar and woe. 
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CCCCXLIX. 

THE DREAM. 

By dream, 1 saw one of ihe three 
Sisters of Fate appear to me. 

Close by my bed’s side she did stand, 
Showing me there a firebrand : 

She told me, too, as that did spend, 

So drew my life unto an end. • 
Three-quarters were consum’d of it; 

Only remain'd a little bitj 
Wb'ch will be burnt up by and by ; 

Then Julia, weep, for I must die. 

CCCCL. 

THE CHRISTIAN MILITANT. 

Hi 

A man prepar’d against all ills to come, 

That dares to dread the fire of martyrdom; 

That sleeps at home, and sailing there at case. 
Fears not the fierce^seditiori of the seas,* 

That’s counter-proof against the farm's mishaps, 
Undreadful too of courtly thunderclapi ; 

That wears ope face, like heav?n, and never shows 
A change, when fortune either conies or goes; 
That keeps his own strong guard, in the despite 
Of what cun hurt by day, or harm by night ;i 
That takes and re-delivers ^ery stroke * * 

Of chance, as made up all of rock and oak; 

That sighs at other’s death, sroiles at hisWn 
Most dire and horrid crucifixion. 

Who for true glory sutlers thus, we grant 
Him to be here onr Christian militant. 
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CCCCLI. 

MIS LACHRYM^j OR MIRTH TURNiA) TO MOURlIiNG. 

Call me no more,. 

4s heretofore, 

The music of a feast; 

Since now, altis, 

The mirth that was 
In me, is dead or ceas’d. 

Behore I went 
To banishment 
Into the loathed West, 

1 could rehearse 
A lyric verse, 

And speak it with the brst 

But time, ah me! 

Has laid,*l see, 

My organ fast asleep: 

Afid turn’^ my voice 
Into the noise 
Of those that sit and weep. 

CCCCLII. 

HIMSELF. 

Ask me wli^ I do not sing 
To the tension ol^ the string, 

As 1 did jjiottong ago. 

When my njimbers full did flow ? 
prief, ah me! hath struck my lute, 

And my tongue at one time mute. 



202 


HfiSPERIDEB. 


CCCCLIII. 

TO THE YEW WHD THE CYPRESS TO GRACE HIS 

FUNERAL, 

%oth you two have 
Relation to the grave; 

And where 

The funcral-truinp sounds, you are there. 

1 shall be made 
Ere lo^ig a fleeting shade; 

* Pry-y come, 

And (¥o seme honour to my tomb. 

Do not deny 
My last request, tor I 
Will be 

Thankful to you, or friends, for me. 

CCCCMV. 

ON lllMbELF. 

A wearied pilgrim 1 have wandered he*fe, 

Twice five-and-twenty, bate but one year; 

Long 1 have lasted in this world, 'tis true, 

But yet those years that l have liv’d, but few. 
Who by his grey hairs doth jiis lustres telh, ^ 

Lives not those years, hut he that lives them well: 
One man has reach’d his jixty years, but^hc 
Of all those three-score has not liv’d half three: 
He lives who lives to virtue; men who oast 
Their ends for pleasure, do not live, but last 
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CCCCLV. 

A GOOD HUSBAND. 

A master of a house, as I have read, 

Must be the first man up, and last in bed; 

With the sun rising he must walk his grounds; 

See this, view that, and all the other bounds; 

^vkt every gate, mend every hedge that’s torn, 
Either with old, or plant therein new thorn; 

Tread o’er his glebe, but with such care, that where 
He sets hifi foot, he leaves rich conK^ost there. 

CCCCLVl. 

ON HIMSELF. 

If that my fate has now fulfill'd my year, 

And so soon stopp’d my longer living here; 

What was’t, ye gods, a dying man to save, 

But while he met with his paternal grave; 
Though while we living ’bout the world do roam, 
We love to rest in peaceful urps at home, 

Where we may snug and close together lie, 

By the dea4 bones of our dear ancestry. 

CCCCLV»I. 

FUR|OSBS. 

Vo wrath of men, or rage of seas 
Can shake a just^aft’s purposes ; 

Ne threats ofjiyrants, or the grim 
Visage of them ^an alter him; 

But what be doth at first intend, 

That he hedds firmly to the end. 
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CCCLVtU. 

HOPE WEIlL AND HAVE WELL; OR FAIR AFTER 
FOUL WEATHER. 

What though the heaven be lowering now, 

And look with a contracted brow ? 

We shall discover, by and by, 

A repurgation of the sky; 

And when those clouds away are driven, 

Then will appear a cheerful heaven. 

CCCCLIX, 

CHANGE COMMON TO ALL. 

All things subject arc to Fate ; 

Whom this morn sees most fortunate 
The evening sees in poor estate. 

r 

CGCCLX. 

COMFORT TO A ffADT UPON THE DEATH OF HER 

HUSBAND. 

Dry your sweet chebk, long drown'd with sorrow's raini 
Since clouds dispers’d, suns gild the air again. 

Seas chafe and &et, and beat, and ovh'-boil; 

But turn soon after calm, as balm or oil. 

Winds have«their time to rage, but when they cease, 
The leafy trees nod in a still-born peace, 
liour storm is over; Lady,^now appear,,, 

Like to the peeping apring-cime of the year. 

Off then with grave-clot(i^l^8, put fresh colours on; 

And flow, and flame, in your vermillion. 

Upon your cheek sat icicles awhile; 

Now let the rose reign like a queen, and smile. 
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CCCCLXI. 

HIS WISH TO PRIVACY. 

Give me a cell 
To dwell. 

Where no foot hath 
A path; 

There will 1 spend. 

And end 

My wearied years 
In tears. 

CCCCliXII. 

TO Iiarcha! 

Ah Biancha 1 now 1 see 
It is noon, and past, with me; 

III a while it will strike one. 

Then, Biancha, I jTm gone. 

Some effusions let me have 
Offer’d on my holy gi;^ve ; 

Then, Biancha, let me rest 
With my facebtowards the east. 

ccccLxrii. 

•content, not cates. 

^Tis not the fooS, but the content 
That makes the table’s merrimen^t. 
Where trouble servA the board, we eat 
T^iSi platters theresas soon as meat 
A little pipkin with bft 
Of itmtton, or o^vem in it, 

Set on my table, trpuble*frce, 

More than a feast contenteth me. 
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CCCCLXIV. 

AN HYMN TO THE MUSES 

HoiiWr to you who sit 
Near to the well of wit, 

And drink your fill of it! 

Glory and worship be 

To you, sweet maids, thrice three, 

Who still inspire me; 

And teach me how to sing, 

Unto, the lyric string 
« My measures ravishing 1 

Then while 1 sing your praise, 

My priesthood crown with bays, 
Green to the epd of days! 

CCCCLXV. 

HI,S ORANG%, OR PRIVATE WEALTH 

Though clock, 

To tell how night draws hence, I’ve none, 

A cock 

1 liave tq^ sing how day drr.ws on 
^ I have 

It 

A maid, my Prew, by^ood luck sent, 

To save 

That little. Fates me gave -or lent: 

A heo 

I keep, which, creeking £ay by day, 

Tells when 

She goes her long white egg to lay; 
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A goose 

I havl, which, with a jealous care, 

Vi Lets loose 

Her tongue, to tell what danger’s near: 

A lamb 

1 keep,* tame, with my morsels fed, 

A^hose dam 

An orphan left him lately dead: ‘ 

A cat 

1 keep, that plays about my house, 

Grown fat 

With eating many a«miching mdlise ; 

Vq these • 

A Trgcy* I do keep, whereby 

I please 

The more my rural privacy: 

Which are 

But toys, to give my heArt some ease. 

Where care 

None is, slight things do lig^htly please. 

*1^8 spaniel. 

CCCCLXVI. 

TO FORTUNE. 

Tumble me down, anc^ I will sit^ 

Upon my ruins, smiling yet; 

Tear me to tatters,*yet I’ll be 
jj^ent to my fietessity *, 

Laugh at my scraps of hlothes, and shun 
Me as a fear’d yifection; 

Yet scare-crow likp I'll walk, as one 
Neglecting thy derision. 
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CCCCLXVII. 

NOT EVERY DAY FIT FOR VERSE. 

*Tis not every day that I 
Fitted am to prophesy; 

No, but when the spirit fills 
The fantastic pannicles, 

Full of fire, then 1 write 
As the Godhead doth indite. 

Thus enrag’d, my lines are hurl’d, 

Like the Sibyl’s, through the world 
Look how. next the ho^y fire 
Either slakes, or doth retire; 

So (he fancy cools, till when 
That brave spirit comes again. 

CCCOLXVIII. 

HIS RETURli TO LONDON. 

From the dull confii^es of the drooping west, 

To see the day spring from the pregnant east, 
llavish’d in spirit, 1 come, nay more, 1 fly 
To thee, blest place of my nativity! 

Thus, thus with hallowed foot 1 touch fhe ground, 
With thousand blessings by th^v fortune crown’d. 
O fruitfiil genius! that^^bestowest here 
An everlasting plenty year by year; 

O place! O people! inaniiers! fram’d to please 
All nations, customs, kindreds, languages!**' 

1 am a free-born Roman,-^suffer then 
That I amongst you live a citj^n. 

London my home is} though by hard fate sent 
Into a long and irksome banishment; ^ 
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Yet sino^R callM back, henceforward let me be, 

O native country, repossess'd by thee! 

ToV rather than I’ll to the west rctujn, 
rifbeg (tf thee first here to have mine urn. 

Weak I grown, and must in short time fall; 
Give thou my sacre^ reliipics burial. 

CCCCLXIX. 

THE INVITATION. 

To sup with you you did me home invite, 

And mad^t a promise Ahat my appetite 
Should meet and tife, on such iusefous meat. 

The lilv no Heliogabalus did eat; 

And richer wine would’st give to me, thy guest, 
Than Homan Sylla pour’d out at liis feast. 

1 came, ’tis true, and look’d for fowl of price, 

The bastard Pheenix, hir(>of Paradise; 

Amffor no leSs than aromatic wine 
Of maiden-blush, commix’d with jessamine. 

Clean was the hearth, the mantle larded jet, 

Which wanting Lar af^d smoke, hung weeping wet; 
At last, i’th noon of winter, did appear 
A ragg’d s< 9 is’d neat’s foot with sick vinegar; 

And in a burnish’deflagonet, stood by 
Recr small as comfort, dead as chari^: 

At which amaz’d, and ]|pnd'ring on the food, 

How told*it was, and how it chill’d my blood; 

I curM the master, and 1 jamn’d the souse, 

And swore I’d got the ^gue of the house. 

JiVcll, when to eat tliou dost me next desire, 

1)1 bring a fever, sinevthou keep'st no fire. 

O. VdL. II. 
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CCCCLXX. 

PROOP TO NO PURPOSE. 

You see tRis gentle stream that glides, 

Shov’d on by quick succeeding tides; 

Try if this sober stream you can 
Follow to th’ wilder ocean'; 

And see, if there it keeps unspent 
In that congesting element: 

Next, from that world of waters, then 
By pores and caverns back again 
Induc’d th«t inadulterate same < 

Stream to Ae spring from«vhence it came: 
This‘with a wonder when ye do, i 
As easy, and else easier too, 

Then may ye recollect the grains 
Of my particular remains, 

After a thousand lustres hurl’d, 

By rufiiing winds, about the world. 

‘CCCCLXXI. 

TO B 1 L^y I A * 

% 

No more, my Silvia, do I mean to pray 
For those good days that ne’er wiI\a:ome away: 
I want beyef; O, gentle SiWia, be 
The patient saint, ^nd send up vows for me. 

CCCCRXXII. 

FELICITY XNOWC NO FENCE. 

Of both our fortunes, gpod and bad, we find, 
Prosperity more searchings of t^e midd: 
Felicity flies o'er the w^ll and fence, 

While misery keeps in with^patien(;e« 
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CCCCLXX1II, 

THE SMELL OF THE SACRIFICE. 

• 

^ The Gods require the thighs 
^ Of beeves for sacrifice; 

Which roasted, we the steam 
Must sacrifice to them ; 

Who, though they do not eat, 

Yet love the smell of meat. 

CCCCLXXIV. 

THE PRTMPTIiE TO PARENTS. 

Our househofd gods our ^armits 

Xnd manners good require, that we 

The first fruits give to them, who gave 

Us hands to get what here we have. 

• 

ccc^xxv. 

LIKE PATTERN, LIKE PEOPLE. 

This is the height of justice, thatRo do 
Thyself, which t||ou put’st other men unto. 

As great men lead, the meaner follow on, 

Or to tjie good or evil action. 

CCCCLXXVT, 

ALL THINGS DECAY AN^ DIE. 

Ail things decay with time: The forest sees 
TjI 9 growth and dfbwnfal of her aged trees; 

That timber tall, wlych'three-score lustres stood 
The {>roud dicta^r of the state-like wood; 

1 mean the sovereign of all plants, the oak 
Droope, dies, and falls without the cleaver's stroke. 
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CCCCLXXVII. 

A TERNARIE OP LITTLES, UPON A PIPKIN OV I ELLY 

bent to a lady. 

A little saint best fits a little shrine, 

A little prop best fits a little vine; 

As my small cruse best fits my little wine. 

A little seed best fits a little soil, 

A little trade best fits a little toil; 

As my small jar best fits my little oil. 

A little bin Ibest fits a little bread, 

A littje garfand^ fits a litlle^ead; 

As my small stuff best fits my little shed* 

A little hearth best fits my little fire, 

A little chapel fits a little choir; 

As my small bell besQ fits my little spire. ^ 

A little stream best fits a little boat, 

A little kad best fits a little float: 

As my small pipe best fitr my little note. 

• 

A little meat best fits a little belly, 

As sweetly, lady, give me leave to tfll you. 

This little pipkin fits this liVlle jelly. 

CCCCLXgVIII. 

nis ANSWER TO,4 FRIEND. 

You ask me what I do, arl how I live ? 

And, noble friend, this answer I must give: 
Drooping, 1 draw on to the vaults of death, 

9'er which you'll walk when 1 am laid^beneath. 
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CCCCLXXIX. 

CHEERFULNESS IN CHARITY ;«OR THE 
SWEET SACRIFICE. 

’Ti!^ not a thousand bullocks' thighs, 

Can please those heavenly deities ; 

If the vower don’t express 
In his otfering, cheerfulness. 

CCCCLXXX. 

ON HIMSELF.* 

ril sing r;o more, nor will I longer write 
Of that sweet lady, or that gallant knight; 
ril sing no more of frosts, snows, dews, and showers; 
No more of groves, meads, springs, and wreaths of 
flowers; • 

I’ll wi^te no more, nor will I tell or sing 
Of Cupid, and his witty coz’nipg ; 

I’ll sing no more of death, or shall the grave 
No more my dirges and^my treptals have. 

CCCCLXXXT. 

LIFE IS^THE body’s LIGJIT. 

LUe is the body’s light; wlitch once declining, 

Those crimson clouds ib th* cheeks and lips leave 
shfiyn'g; 

Those counter-changed tabbies in the air, 

The^sun opce set, all of Aie colour are: 

Sb^ when death cothes, fresh tinctures lose their 
• place * 

*And dismal darkness then doth smutch the face. 
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CCCC'LXXXIT. 

HAPPINESS TO ,HOSPITALITY, OR A HEARTY liv4sh 
TO GOOD HOUSE-KEEPING. 

First, may the hand of bounty bring 
Into the daily offering 
Of full provision such a store, 

Till that the cook cries, Bring no more: 

Upon your hogsheads never fall 
A drought of wine, ale, beer, at all; 

But, like full clouds, may they from thence 
Diffuse their,mighty influence. 

Next, U't the lorcf and lady here 
Enjoy a christening year by year; 

And this good blessing back them still, 

> T’ have boys and girls too, as they will; 

Then from the porch may many a bride 
Unto the holy temple ride, 

And thence return, short prayers said, 

A wife most richly married. 

Last, may the bride and bi^idegroom be 
Untouch’d by cold sterility,; 

But in their springing blood so play, 

As that in lustres few they may, * 

By laughing”toe, and laying Down, 

People a cily or a town. 

ccccLx:fxiii. 

HASTE HURiVUL. 

Haste is unhappy: whau we rashly do 
Is both unlucky, aye, and foolish too: 

Where war with rashness is attempted, there 
The soldiers leave the field with equai fear. 
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CCCCLXXMV. 

SACRIFICE, DY WAY OF DISCOURSE BETWIXT 
• * 

HIMSELF AND JULIA. 

Hem Come and let's in solemn wise 
Both address td sacrifice; 

Old religion first commands 
That we wash our hearts and hands« 

Is the beast exempt from stain, 

Altar clean, no fire profane 7 
Are the garlands, jis the nard , 

Ready here 7 §/«/. All wejl prepar’d, 

W;th the wine that must he shed, • 

'Twixt tlie horns, upon the head 
Of the holy beast we bring 
For our trespass-offering. 

Herr. All is well: n%w, next to these, 

^ut we on pure surplices; 

And with chaplets crowq’d, we’ll roast 
With perfumes the holocaust; * 

And, while we tl^ gods ^voke, 

Read acceptancemy the smoke. 

'CCCCLXXXV. 

Td HIS FRIEND, TO AVOID CONTENTION OF WORDS. 

Words beget anger; ^nger brings forth blows; 
B]ows%ake of dearest friepds immortal foes; 

F9r whigh prevention, f^ociety, let there be 
*]3etwixt us two no fhore logomachy. 

Air better ’twere for dther to be mute, 

Than for tb murder ^endship by dispute. 
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CCCCLXXXVI. 

THE TRANSFIGURATION. 

t' 

Immortal clothinj^ I put on, 

So soon as, Julia, I am gone 
To mine eternal mansion.- 

Thou, thou art here, to human sight, 
Cloth’d all with incorrupted light; 

But yet how more admir’dly bright 

Wilt thou /ippear, whe;i thou ait set 
fn thy refvlgent thronelet, 

That^shin’st thus in thy counterfeit? . 

CCCCCLXXXVII. 

' • JULIA’S CHURCHING, OR PUftlFlCATh N. 

Put on thy holy hllitings, al:.d so 

To th’ temple with the sober midwife gd: 

Attended thus, in a most solemn wise, 

By those who serve the child-bed mysteries, 

Burn first thine incensenext, ^^hen as thou see’st 
The candid stole thrown o’er the pious priest, 

With reverend curtsies come, and to him > ring 
Thy free, and notfdecurted offering. 

All rites well enc^d, with fair auspice come, 

As to the brealting of a bride-^ake, home; 

Where ceremonious Hymen shall for thee 
Provide a second epithalamie. 

She who keeps chastely to hen husband’s side 
Is not for one, but every night hisubride; 

And stealing still with love and*fear to bed. 

Brings him not one but many a nptidenhead. 
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CCCCLXXXVllI. 

TO THE FASSENGElf. 

][f ! lie unburied, sir, 

These, myjreliques, pray iatcr; 

'Tis religious part to see 
Stones or turfs to cover me. 

One word more I had to say, 

But it skills not; go your way; 

He that wants a burial room, 
l^or a bccne^ h&s Heaven tys tomb» 

CCCCLXXXIX. 

PUnOATOKY. 

Readers, we entreat ye pray 
For the soul of lAicia; 

That'in little time she be 
From her Purgatory»free: 

In th’ interim she desires 
That your toys may«cool her fires. 

ccccxc. 

HIS CllAROEsTO JULIA AT HiS DEATH. 

• Dearest of thousands, now the tim# draws near, 
That with my lines n;iy life must full-stoji here; 
Cut*^'thy hairs, aud let thy tears be shed 
Over my turf, when I am*buried. 

Then fpr efiusioni^ lePnone wanting be, 

^Or other rites that do belong to me; 

*As love shall help thee, when thou do’st go hence 
Unto th^ evcrlastiiig residence. 
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CCCCXCl. 

POETRY PERPETUATES THE POET. 

Here I myself might likewise die, 

And utterly forgotten lie, 

But that eternal poetry, ‘ 

Repullulation gives me here, 

Unto the thirtieth thousand year, 
When all now dead shall re-appear. 

, CCCCXCII. 
u TO AXTHEA. 

Antliea, I am going hence 
With some small stock of innocence; 
But yet those blessed gates I see 
Withstanding entrance unto me: 

To pray for me do fhou begin, 

The porter then will let me in. 

CCCCXCIIL 

THE BED-MAN, OR Ol^WE-MAKER. 

Thou hast made many houses for the dead; 
When my lot calls me to be buried. 

For love or {fity, prithee let there be 
I*th’ churchj,''ard made'one tenement for me. 

r 

ccccxciv. 

CROSSES. 

Our crosses are no other Bian the rods, 

And our diseases vultures of*l‘he gods; 

Each grief we feel, that likewise is a kite 
Sent forth by them, our flesh to eat or bite. 
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ccccxcv. 

THE HOMEY-COMB. 

If thou hast found an honey-comb, 

Eat tliou not ail, but taste on some; 

For if thou eatest to excess, 

That sweetness turns to loathsomeness i 
Taste it to temper; then 'twill be 
Marrow and manna unto thee. 

ccccxcvi. 

OUT OF tFme or tui!e. 

♦ # • 

blame, nay, we despise her paiiw, 

That wets her garden when it rains; 

But when the drought has dried the knot, 
Then let her use the watering-pot: 

We pray for showers^'at our need, 

^ To drench, but not to drown our seed. 

ccccxcvii. 

R E N 0 E . 

Man’s disposition is for to requite 
An infury before a benefit; 

Thanksgiving*is a burden and^ pain; 
Revenge is pleasing U> us, as oyr gain. 

cctJftxcviii. 

i)9ffer that i^ou canbt not shift. 

Doel Fortune rend thee f Bear with thy hard fate; 
'^gtuous instructionfi^ne’er are delicate. 

Sa}^, does she frown ? Still countermand her threats; 
Wirtue best loves thoi^ children that she beats. 
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CCCCXCIX, 

> TO JULIA. 

Help me, Julia, for to pray, 
Matins sing, or matins say; 

This 1 know, the fiend will fly 
Far away, if thou beest by: 
Bring the holy water hither ; 

L('t us wash and pray together; 
Whep our beads are thus united, 
Then the foe will fly affrighted. 


D. 

CRUTCH KR. 

Thou Reest me, Lucia, this year droop; 
Three zodiacs fill’d more, 1 shall stoop; 
Let crutches then ])roi'ided be, 

To shore up iny debility: 

Then, while thou laugh’st, I’ll sighing cry, 
A ruin uiiderpropt am 1: 

Down will 1 then my beacf'man’s gown, 
And when so feeble I am grown, 

As my weak shoulders cannot bear 
The burden ftf a grasshopper f 
Yet with tho^ bench of^ged sires. 

When 1 and they keep tcarmly fires. 

With my weak voice I’ll sing, or say 
Some odes I made of Lucia; 

Then will I heave my wiViier’d hand 
To Jove the mighty, for to st!&iui 
Thy faithful friend, and td pour down 
Upon them many a benizoiu 
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DI. 

TO thjI reverend shade of his religious 

t FATHER. 

That for se^en lustres I did never come 
To do the ri^cs to thy religious tomb; 

That neither hair ivascut, or true tears shed 
By me, o’er thee, as justments to the dead; 

Forgive, forgive me; since I did not know 
Wlaether thy bones had here their rest or no. 

But now ’tis known, behold, behold I bring 
Unto thy ghost, th’ effused offering: 

And look, wliat smalh^e,*night-shade, cypress, yew. 
Unto the shades have been, or noV are du^ 

Here I devote; and something more than so; 

1 come to pay a debt of birth I own. 

Thou gav’st me life,4but mortal; for that one 
Favour I’ll make full satisfaction; 

For ID'S life mortal, rise from out thy hearse, 

And take a life immortal from my verse. 

I 

Dll. 

TO^ANTHER. 

Now is the time when all the lights wax dim; 

And thou, Aifbhea, must withdraw from him 
Who was thy servant: Dearest, bur/ me 
Under that holy-oak, or go8][lel-tree; 

W4iere, though thou see’sg not, thou may’st think upon 
Me, why fliou yearly gp’st procession; 

Or, for mine honour, lay me in that tomb 
In v^iich thy sacred reliqtes shall havg room; 

Fcjjmy embalming, sweetest, there will be 
Nokpices wanting when^Pm laid by thee. 



222 


HESPER1DE8. 




Dill. 

discontents in DEVON. 

More'discontents 1 never had, 

Since I was born, than here; 

Where I have been, and still air. sad. 

In this dull Devon-shire. 

Yet, justly too, I must confess, 

1 ne’er invented such 
Ennobled numbers for the press, 

Than were I loath'd so much. 

Dll'. 

' TO FERILLA. 

Ah, my Perilla I dost thou grieve to see 
Me, day by day, to steal away from tbee 
A^e calls me hence, and my grdj^ hairs bid come 
And haste away to minen^ternal home: 

'Twill not be long, Perilla, after this, 

That 1 must give thep the supremest kiss: 

Dead when I am, first cast in salt, and bring 
Part of the cream from that religious spring, 

With which, Perilla, wash my hands and feet; 

That done, then wind me in that very ^heet 
Which wrapt tjiy smooth limbs, when thou didst im> 
plore 

The gods' protection but the night before * 

Follow me weeping to my farf, and there , 

Let fall a primrose, and with'it a tear; 

Then lastly, let some i^ee^Jy strewings be 
Devoted to the memory of me I 
Then shall my ghost not wiilk about, but keep 
Still in the cool and silent shades of sleep. 
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DV. 

COMFOR^ TO A YOUTH THAT HAD LOST HIS LOVE. 

What needs complaints, 

When slie a place 
Has with the race 
Of saints 
In endless mirth, 

She thinks not on 
What's said or done 
In earth; 

She sees^no tears, 

Or any tone , 

Of thy deep groan 
She hears; 

Nor does she mind. 

Or think on't now. 

That ever thou 
• Wast kind: 

But chang’d alcove, 

She likes not there, 

As she^id here. 

Thy lovk 
Forbear, therefore, 

Andjull asleep 
Thy woes, and weep 
No more. 

pvi. 

DksiRE. 

(7ive me a i^an that is not dfill, 

When all the world with rifts is full; 
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But unainaz'd dares clearly sing, 
wlien as the roof’s a tottering ; 

And though it falls, continues still 
Tickling the Cittern with his quill. 

DVIl. 

TO PERCNNA. 

1 a dirge will pen for thee; 

Thou a trental make for me; 

That the monks and friars together. 
Here may sing the rest of either: 
Next, !’». sure, the nuns will have 
Candlem&s tc grace the k^ave. 

DVIII. 

CONFORMITY. 

Conformity was ever known 
A foe to dissolutiotp; 

Nor can we that a ruin call, 

WlN}8e crack gives crushing unto all. 

I 

DIX. 

HIS CAVALIER. 

Give me that man that dares bestrkTe 
The activersea-horse, and vtith pride. 
Through (hat huge fold of waters ride: 
Who with his looks too^. can appease ' 
The ruffling winds and r^ing seas, 

In mids’t of alHhe^r outrages. 

This, this a virtuous mi^ can do, 

Sail against rocks, and splic them too; 
Aye, and a world of pikes pass thruugli. 
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DX. 

TO LAURELS. 

A funeral stone 
Or verse, 1 covet none; 

But only crave 
Of you, that I may have 
A sacred laurel springing from my grave; 
Which being seen, 

Blest with perpetual green. 

May grow to be 
I^ot so much paird a tree^ 

As the eternal monument of^met 

DXI. 

TO PERENNA, A MISTRESS. 

Dear Perenna, pritl^e come, 

And with smallage ^ress my tomb; 

^ «Add a Qvpress sprig thereto 
With a tear, and so adjeu. 

DXII. 

THE FLAUDIT^^OR ElfO OP LIFE. 

If after rude and boisterous seas, 

My welried pipnace here finds ^ase; 

If so it be Tve gain’d the shore; 

With safety of a faithful oar; * 

If havflig run my lArque on ground, 
If^see the aged weasel crov^m’d; 

What's to be done ^ biA on the sands 
Ye dance and sing, and now clap hands. 
The first act's (foubtful, but we say, 

It is last commends the play. 

P. VOL. iz. 
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UPON MRS. ELIZ. WHEELER, UNDER THE* NAME OP 

AMARILL18. 

Sweet Amarillis, by a spring’s 
Soft and soul-melting murmurings, 

Slept; and thus sleeping, thither flew 
A Robin-red breast; who at view. 

Not seeing her at all to stir, 

Brought leaves and moss to cover her: 

But while he, perking, there did pry 
About the arch of citl^r eye. 

The lid began to let out tSay, 

At ^hich poor Robin flew away; 

And seeing her not dead, but all disleav’d. 

He chirpt for joy, to see himself deceiv’d. 

ijxiv. 

HIS WISH. 

It is si^flicient we pray 

To Jove, who gives and takes away ; 

Let him the land and living find; 

Let me alone to fit the mind. 

DXV. 

^0 ROBlNtRED-BREAST. 

Laid out for dead, let thy last kindneks be 
With leaves and moss-work:,for to cover , 

And while the wood-ifympbs my cold corse iiitel 
Sing thou my. dirge, sweet-warbling chorister. 

For epitaph, in foliage, next Write this: 

Here, here the tomb of Robin Herrick is! 
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DXVI. 

FAIR SHOWS DECEIVE. 

Smooth was the sea, and seem'd to call 
To i^etty girls to play withall; 

Who paddling there, the sea soon frown'd, 
And on a sudden both were drown’d. 

What credit can we give to seas, 

Who, kissing, kill such saints as these ? 

DXVII. 

.THE BEGGAR, 

Shall I a daily beggar be, 

For love’s sake asking alms of thee ? 

Still shall I crave, and never get 
A hope of my desiredsbit ? 

Ah, cruel maids 1 I’lf go my way ; 

Whereas,'perchance, my fortunes may 
Find out a threshold or A door, • 

That may far sooner speed the poor: 

Where thrice we^nock, and none will hear, 
Cold comfort still\’m sure lives there. 

DXVI II. 

HIS cAange. 

]V{y many cares, an& much distress,^ 

Hts made me lik| a wijderness ; 

•Or, discompos'd, I’ci like a rude, 

And^ll confus%l multitude; 

Out of my comely manners worn, 

And a^in means^ in mind all torn. 
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DXIX. 

Tllf: MAD maid’s 80M0. 

Good morrow to the day so fair; 

Good morning, sir, to you ; 

Good morrow to mine own torn hair, 
Bedabbled with the dew. 

Good morning to this primrose too s 
Good morrow to each maid; 

That will with flowers the tomb bestrew, 
Wherein my love is laid.*' 

(I 

Ah! woe is me, woe, woe is me. 

Alack, and well-a-day! , 

For pity, sir, find out that bee. 

Which bore my lov3 away. 

ril seek him in ycur bonnet brave; 
ril Bcclk him in your eyes; 

Nay, now I think*th*ave h^ade his grave 
Tth’ bed of strawberries. 

ril seek hii .1 there : I know, ere this, 
The col()» cold earth doth shake him; 

But 1 will go, or send a^kiss 
By you, sir, to awake iiim. 

Pray hurt him not; though he be dead, 
He knows well who do loje him; 

And who with green turfis rear his head, 
And who do rudely movf? him. 
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JIe'8 soft and tender, pray take hedU, 

With b^nds of cowslips bind him, 

^nd bring”him home; but ^is decreed. 

That I shall never find him. 

DXX. 

A VOW TO MARS. 

Store of courage to me grant. 

Now I’m turn’d a combatant; 

Help me, so that I my shield, 

Fighting lose not in the field. 

That’s the greatest shame all. 

That in warfare can befal. 

Do hut this, and there shall be 
Offer’d up a wolf for thee. 

t>xxi. 

UPON MAN. 

Man is compos’d here of a tvA^fold part | 

The first of ^ture, and the next of art; 

Art presupposes nature; nature she 
Prepares the way for man’s docility. 

DXXIl. 

EVEN-SONG. 

Begin with Jove^ *then is the work half done, 

AHid runs most smootl^lly when ’tis well begun. 
Jove’s is the first tnd last; the morn’s his due 
The midst is thine, but Jove’s the evening too, 

As sure a matins does to him belong, 

So sure he lay^claim to the even-song. 
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DXXIIl. 

LIBERTY. 

I 

Those ills that mortal men endure, 

So long are capable of cure, 

As they of freedom may be sure: 

But that deny’d; a grief, though small 
Shakes the whole roof, or ruins all. 

DXXIV. 

NO WANT WHERE TIIERE'6 LITTLE. 

To bread and water none fs i^oor; 

And hawng thesc^ what need of more ? 
Though much from out the ccss be spent,* 
Nature with little is content. 

DXX\| 

CLEMENCY. 

I 

For punishment in war, it will suffice, 

If the chief authoa of the faction dies; 

Let but few smart, hut strike a fejjjj' through all ; 
Where the fault springs, there let.the judgment fall. 

DXXVI. 

fra'V and prosper*. 

First offer incense, then thy field and meads ^ 
Shall smile and smell the better Oy thy bcadil. 

The spangling dew dredg'd o’er tlM grass shairb| 
Turn’d all to meal and manha tl^ere for tliee- 
Butter of amber, cream, and wine, and oil, 

Shall run as rivers all throughout thy soil. 

Would’St thou to sincere silver turn thy mould? 
nee, twice pray, and turn thy ground to gold. 
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DXXVIl. 

rrON PRUDENCE BALDWIN, HER SICKNESS. 

Prue, my dearest maid, is sick, 
j^lmost to be lunatic: 

^sculapius! come and bring 
Means for her recovering; 

And a gallant cock shall be 
Offer'd up by her to thee. 

DXXVIll. 

UPOl^ JULIA'S ALM^. 

JSee how the poor do waiting stahd 
For the expansion of thy hand. 

A wafer doled by thee will swell 
Thousands to feed|by miracle. 

DXXIX. 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE AND^ ROBIN RED-BREAST. 

When I departed am, ring thou my knell, 
Thou pitiful and^retty Philomel; 

And when I'm laid out for a corse, then be 
Thou fexton, lied-breast, for to cover me. 

DX^X. 

TO JULIA IN THE TEMPLE. 

BesideH us two, i* th’ '{'emple here’s not ono 
To maft up now a congregation, 

to t]}e altar of per Ames then gc^ 

And say short prayefs: and when we have done.so« 
Tmn we shall see, how*in a little space 
faints will tome in te fill each pew and place. 
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DXXXfb 

MATINS, OR MORNINpi PRAYER. 

I * 

When with the virgin morning thou do*st rise, 
Crossing thyself, come thus to sacrifice 
First wash thy heart in innocence, then bring 
Pure hands, pure habits, pure, pure every thing. 
Next to the altar humbly kneel, and thence 
Give up thy soul in clouds of frankincense. 

Thy golden censors fiird with odours sweet, 
Thall make thy actions with their ends to meet. 

DXXXII. 

LITTLENESS CAUSE 6f LEANNESS. 

One feeds on lard, and yet is lean; 

And I, but feasting with a bean. 

Grow fat and smooth : The reason is, 

Jove prospers my meat more than his. 

THE COMING OF <OOD-LUCK. 

So good-luck came, and on my roof did light, 
Like noiseless snow, or as the dew of flight; 

Not all at onte, but gently, as the trees 
Are, by the j^un-beamsv tickled by degrees. 

DXXX^V. 

0 

UPON THE LOI^S OF HIS FINGER. 

bne of the fiv^ straight brafiches of my h^nd 
Is lopt already: and the rest but stand 
Expecting when to fall; which soon will be: 
First dies the leaf, the bough xext, ncxf the tree. 
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DXXXV. 

UlS CONTENT IN THE COUNTRY. 

Here, here I live with what my board 
Can with the smallest cost afford; 
l!iiough pe’er so mean the viands be, 

They will content my Prew and me: 

Or pea or bean, or wort or beet. 

Whatever comes, content makes sweet. 

Here we rejoice, because no rent 
We pay for our poor tenement; 
therein w^ r6st, and nev^r fear 
The landlord or the ustirer. • 

* The quarter-day doea ne’er affright 
Our peaceful slumbers in the night; 

We eat our own, and batten more, 

Because we feed j^n no man’s score; 

But pity those wfiose flanits grow great, 
Swell’d with the lard of other’s meat 
We bless our fortunis whensve see 
Our own beloved privacy; 

And like our living, where w’are known 
To very few or else to none. 

DXXXVI. 

ON HIMSELF. 

Ths wi^rk is done; 3 %ung men and maidens set 
UpAn my curls the^myrtl^e coronet, 

Jfyash’d with sweet ointments; thus at last I come 
To suffer in the pluses* martyrdodi; 

, But with this comfoit, if my blood be shed. 

The muses WUl wj^ar black, when I am dead. 
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HIS WINDING-SHEET. 

0 

Come thoU| who art the wine and wit 
Of ail l*ve writ; 

The grace, the glory, and the best 
Piece of the rest; 

Thou art of what 1 did intend 
The all, and end ; 

And what was madcj was made to meet 
Thee, thee my sheet; 

Come then, and he to my chuste side 

Both bed and bride. 

< 

We two, as reliques left, will have 
One rest, one grave; 

And, hugging close, we will not fear 
Lust entef^ng here; 

Where all desires are deail or cold, 

As is the mould ; 

And all affections are lorgot, 

Or troubled not. 

Here, here the slaves and pris'ners be 
From shackles free; 

And weeping widows, long opprest, 

J9o here find rest/ 

The wronged client ends^iis laws 
Here, and his.cause ; 

Here those long suits of Charcery lie 
Quiet, or die; 

And all Star-cl^amber bills dfo cease, 
Or hold their pea£'e. 

Here needs no court for our request, 
Where all are ; 
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All wise, all equal, and all just 
* Alike i*th’ dust. 

Vor need we here to fear the froWn 
Of court or crown; 

Where fortune bears no sway o’er things, 

There all are kings. 

In this securer place we’ll keep, 

As lull’d asleep; 

Or for a little time we'll lie, 

As robes laid by, 

To be another day rq-worn, 

• Turti’d but iiot^tOMi; 

Or lil^ old testaments engross’d. 

Lock’d up, not lost; 

And for a while lie here conceal’d, 

To be revil’d 

Next, at that great Platonic yeaiq 
And then meet here. 

• 

DXXXVIII. 

THE MOUN*) OF THE MUSES. 

After thy labour, take thine ease 
Herf with the sweet Pierides. 

But if so be that men will net 
Give thee the laurei crown fo|lot, 

Bb ^t assur’d tl^ou shalt have one 
*Not subject to^corruption. 

D^^XXll. 

OJ/ HIMSELF. 

Sivne parts may perishf die thou cans’t not all j 
i^The most «f thee sh|ll ’scape the funeral. 
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DXL. 

TO THE LAPY CREW, UPON THE DEATH* OF HER 

CHILD. 

Why, Madam, will ye longer weep, 

When as your baby’s lull'd asleejp 7 
And, pretty child, feels now no more 
Those pains it lately felt before. 

All now is silent; groans arc fled; 

Your child lies still, yet is not dead: 

But rather like a flower hid here, 

To spring again anukther year. * 

DXL I. 

BIS WISH. 

Fat be my hind; unlearned be my wife; 
Peaceful my night; my day devoid of strife: 
To these a cfomely offjpring 1 desire, 

Singing about my everlasting fire. 

' DXLII. 

A MEAN IN our. MEANS. 

Though frankincense the deities require, 

We must not give all to the hallowec’ fire. 

Such be our^ifts, and such be our expense. 

As for ours, 9 lves to leave some frankincense. 

I 

DXLlfi. 

ON HlMSEbF. 

ni write no more of love, *’ut now repent 
Of all those tiiiies that I in it have spent. 

I’ll write no more of life, but wish ’twas ended, < 
And that my dust was to the earth commended. 
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DXLfV. 

TO SPRINGS AND FOUNTAINS. 

I h(!!ar(l ye could cool heat; and came 
With hope you would allay the same ; 

Tlirice I have wash’d, but feel no cold, 

Nor find that true which was foretold. 
Methinks, like mine, your pulses beat. 

And labour with unequal heat; 

Cure, cure yourselves, for I descry 
Ye boil with love as well as I. 

DXLV. 

THE WATCH. 

Man is a watch, wound up at first, but never 
Wound up again; once dowfk, he’s down for ever; 

The w^tch once down, all ifiotions t'flen do cease: 

The man's pulse stopt, all passions sleep in peace. 

DXLVI. 

REST REFRESHES. 

Lay by the gpod a while; a resting field 
Will after ease, a ridher harvest yield; 

T|;ees this year bear; next, they their j^ealth withhold; 
^tfitinuaf rdhping make^ a land wax old. 

DXLVI. 

THE END OF HIS WOgE. 

Part of the work remains, one part is past 
And hare my ship having anchoc cast. 
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DXLVIII. 

TO CROWN IT. 

My wearied iark, O let it now be crowli*d ! 
The haven reach'd to which I first was bound, 

c * 

DXLIX. 

HIS PILLAR OF FAME. 

Fame's pillar here at last we set, 

Out-during marble, ^brass, or jet; 
Charm’d, and enchanted so, 

'As to withstand the blow 
Nor shall the seas, 

Of overthrow: 

Or outrages 

6f stormdi o’er bear , 

What we uprear: 

* Tho* kingdoms fall; 

This pillar nevfr shall 
Decline, or waste at all; 

But stand for ever by his 
Firm, asid well-fix'd foundation. 

To his Book’s end, this last line he’d haye plac’d 
Jocund his Muse was, but bis life was chaste 
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Fair and foul days trip cross and pile; the fair . • • •, 120 

Fair daffodils, we weep to see . . f.80 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree.55 

Fair was the dawn; and bflt e’en now the skies.59 

Faith is a thing that's four-square; let it fall.132 

Fame's pillar ^rc at last we set., , 2.‘1B 

Fat be my hind; unleanned be my wife a . , . , . 230 

Fight thou with shafts of silver^ and o'crcomc.136 

First, Aprj^ she with mellow showers . . ^.64 

fon^effiilftons due untiftbc dead.J84 

JP'irst for yohr shape, the curious cannot show.158 

First, may the hands of bounty bring.214 

Firit^olfer incense, then th;^lielJ and meai^s.23(1 

Fied arc the Irosts, uiid^ow the helds •i])peiir . ... 65 

ki.ss or two, confess .33 
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(licxlii. 
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For all our worics R recompense is suie.119 

For all thy ipany courtcsiea to me.I.*)7 

For being comely, consonant, nnd free . . . . . . 1M> 

For brave comportme^it, wit witliont offence . ... 169 

For 9 ivil, clean, and circumcised wit 163 

For my. neighbour, Til not know.192 

For one so rarely tun’d to fit all parts.' 164 

For punishment in war, jt will suffice.. .230 

Fortune no higher project can devise.127 

Fortune’s a blind profuser of her own.118 

For truth I may this sentence tell.146 

Fresh strowings allow.. . 87 

From noise of scare-tires rest ye free.. 100 

From the dull conriue9»of the droopirg ^west . . . .^.208 

® r 

Get up, get up, cor shame, the blooming morn. . . . 22 

Give house-room to the best, ’tis never known.131 

Givw:-.ea cell.205 

ttvejne a man that is not dull.223 

Give me that man that dares bc^ride." . . 224 

Give want her welcome, if she cones; we find . * , .114 

Give way, give way, ye gates, and win * .89 

Give way, give way; now now, my Charles shines here . . 1C5 

Glory be to the Graces . . .180 

Glory no other thing is, Tully says.116 

Go I must, when 1 am gone ... *.188 

Goon, brave lloptoii, to effectuate that . . .... 178 

Go, pelJur'd man; and if thou e’er return . . $ . . .192 

Go woo young Charles* no more to look. .148 

Goddess of youth, and lady of th(‘spring.1.13 

Gone she is a long, ibug vray.^ ^ . lu^ 

Good day, Mirtillo. And toy*u noless . . . y . ^ 

Good-morrow to the' day so fair . . a. , . , , ' ^ , 228^ 

Good things, that come of course, far less do please . . .,J.37 
Great cities seldom rest i if there be Wne ... ^ . .'134 

Great men by small means oft are over thrown.12} 

Grow for two ends, it matters not at <all. 
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Handsome you are, and proper you will be ... . 

Han|* up boo1(s and shears lo scare.a . 

Hard are ftie two first stairs unto a crown . , . . 
Ila^hoii attempted i;reatneH8? then go yi,. . . . 
Hast thou'bcgun an act? ne’er thou give o’er . . . 

Haste is uuhappy: what we rashly do. 

He that lusy sin, sins least; leave to transgress . . 
He that will live, of all cares dispossess’d . . . . 
He who commends the vanquish’d, speaks the power 
who has sufTer'd shipwreck, fears to sail . . . . 
He who u'cars blacks, and mourns not for the dead . 

Health is no other, as the learned hold. 

Health is the first good lent to men. 

Help jjnc, Julia, for to juaji 
Hence a blessed soul is ucd 
Hence, hence, profane j soft silence let us have* . . 

Here a pretty hahy lies. 

Here a solemn fast wc keep.. . . . 

Here, hcr^ live with what my^board. 

Here, here I live.^ . 

lie re Jfniyself in^ht Ufcewise die. 

Here lies a virgin, an™s sweet . 

Here lies Joipson, with the rest . .. 

Here slie lies, a pretty hud . 

if ere she lies, in bed of spvc. 

Here we are all by day, by night we’re hurl’d . . . 

Holy rood, come forth and sliield. 

Holy W'ater c(Aie and bring. 

Eliinour to you who sit *.. 

H^w dull and dead are books # . . . . 

How rich is, all desire to know. 


' a dirge w!ll pen for thee I. 

am of ul bereft.*. . . 

bejj^n to wane in sight 

tan hilt name thee, a;^d methinks 1 call 

f qpnot pipe as I u as wont io do . . . 
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I cannot sulfcr; and In this, my part . 129 

1 have iny iCurel (rfuiplet on my head. 175 

I heard ye could cool heal; and came.^ • 257 

I make no haste to har'e my numbers read.i f 1H 

I send, 1 send here my snprcmest kiss 32 

I who have favor'd many, come to be.158 

1 will be short, and having quickly hurl’d.170 

I will no longer kiss.183 

I'll do ray best to win whene'er I woo.138 

I’ll sing no more, nor will 1 longer write.2i3 

I'll to thee a simnel bring. IbO 

I'll write no more of love, but now repent.23S 

I've paid thee what I promis’d; that's nut all . . . . '. 154 

If accusation only canMraw blood v ^.^.127 

If after rude an^boistt-roui seas.225 

If dear Anthea, my haid fate it be. ^ . .185 

If y ip-unburied, sir.. 217 

If I dare to write yon, my lord, who are.1.59 

If klltgs and kingdoms once dis^yacted be . . . .1-15 

If little labour, little ^rc OUT gams.124 

If men can say that beauty dies'*. . a , .110 

If Nature do deny..115 

If so be a toad be laid . . j .88 

If that my fate has now fulfill'd my year.203 

If thou ask me, dear, wherefore . ^ .1S2 

If thou hast found an honeycomb.21<j 

If well the dice run, let’s applaud the ca.st.114 , 

If well thou hast begun, go on fore right . . . . . lijc 

If when these lyrics, Cmsar, you shall hear.153 

If wholesome diet cj^i re-cure a'man.Ho 

If ye fear to he alfrightcd.^98^ ' 

If ye will with Mab liiid grace . .' . . 89 

Immortal clothing 1 put on . .i.. . 21ff 

Imparity dotli ever discord bring.121 

In all our high dcsigjinents, 'twill nppear.!' 

In all thy need he thou possess’d . . .'^. 

In battles what disa:ders fall . . *.. .*121 
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CCXIV. 


7ti deaperite cases, all, or moat aro known . . . 
In meetings there a man may be . ^ . 

In’s Tusc’fcinca, Tally doth confess . •. 

In man, Ambition ih thecoramoirat thing . . , . 

In the hope tkf ease to come . 

In the morning when ye rise. 

In tiiiiiga a moderation keep. 

In this little urn is laid. 

Iiftltis little vault she lies. 

In this misfortune kings do most excel . . . , * 
In timp of life I grac’d you with iny verse ^ . 

In ways to Neatness, thy;ili»on this. 

Is tliid*a life, to break lliy sleep . . . 

It is sullic^nt if we pray. 

It was, and still iny care is. 


Jove may alTurd us thousands of Reliefs.... 

Kindle thclSristmas brand, ar.fj then . . , 

Kings i,>'ust be dai^nilosyi; subjects will contemn 
Kings must not oft Ik; seen Ijy public eyes . . 
Kings must n^it only olicrisli up tl»c*good . . 

Kings muse not use tlie axe for each offence . . 
Kissing and bussing (lilFur lAtli in this .... 
Kiiew’st thou one month wo’d take thy life away 
Know when to speak; for many times it brings 

Laid out for dead, let thy last kindness be . . 
Lay by the good a^Yhilc; a restiii^ field . % . 
LetAn this c4'm.^, where'er th^ lot doth fall . . 
Let Ml cli.Mte matrons, wlie^i they chance to see 
kings ^nd rulers learn this Jirn^from me 
Let kings command, and do^hehest they may 

Let mt slecp^his night away.? . 

Let^noderation on thy piftsions wait .... 
L'elft\^t tliy tombstone e’er be%i(l by me . . 

the superstftious wife • . . 

Lit there be patrons, patrons like to thee •. . . 
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INDEX. 


Let's live with that small pittance that vre hare . . rs 

Let's strive to be the'oest; the Gods, we know It . . . t,f, 130 
Life is.the body's light; which once declining . . .213 

Life of my life, take not so soon thy flight.1S2 

Like to the income must be our expense ... 1 ... 138 

Like will to like; each creature loves his kind.1-10 

Little you are; for woman's sake be proud.113 

Live with a thrifty, not a needy fate • ..13!) 

Look how the rainbow doth appear.So!) 

Lost to the world; lost to myself; alone . . . . . . .110 

Loth to depart, but ^yet at last each one.. . 00 

Love and the Graces^evermore doth .' • .124 

Love is a circK, and an endless sphere. ..122 

Love is a kind of w'ar; hence those who fear . . <. . .119 

LcfTti IS maintain'd by wealth; when all is spent . . . . 118 

Loff, love me now', because I place.178 

Love's of itself too sweet, the f'^est of all . . . . . .146 

Love on a day, wise poets tell,.37 

f 

Maids nays arc nothing, they are shy .117 

Man is a watch, "mund up<dt first, but never .. . . . 2f37 

Man is compos'd here of a twofold part.229 

Man knows where first he ships hisiself; but he ... . 130 

Man may at first transgress, but next do well.131 

Man may want land to live in; but for all.121 

Man must do well eut of a ;;')od intent ... * .... 135 

Man's disposition is for to requito.219 

Many we are, an^ yet but few'possess.142 

May his pretty dukeship grow . ,.. ... 

Men are not born kings, but are mfn renown'd. , ' . **. 115 

Men are suspicious, prone t^* discontent.^ 

Men must have bounds how far t walk; for we . . . . 131 
Milk still your fountainvS and your springs; for why . .' 122 

More dlscontciUb I never had.^ 222 

My many cares, and much distress.. . ‘ , i., ‘227 

My Muse in jne.ids has spent her niiijy hours , . , . ^7, 
My wearied bark, 0 let it now bo crown'd.2f38 
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ifced is ii| vice at all, thou{;h here it be ... . 
N'ero commanded, but withdrew his eye^..... 

book’s perfection did appear. 

N^ever was day so over-sick witli showers .... 
Next is yoiw lot, fair, to he number’d one . . . . 

No grief is, grown so desperate, but the ill . . . 
No man comes late unto that ] 1 tee, from whence . 
No man so well a kingdom rules, as he .... 
lA) man such rare ])arts hath, that he can swim . . 
No nioie, my Silvia, do I mean to pray .... 

No nvtre shall 1 since I am driven hence . . . . | 
No nevrt!''ol*navLcs bun^ sea . . . • . . . . 
No nfatli of men, or rage of sc.is . • . . ^. . 

None go^s to warfare, but with this intent , . . 
Nor art thou less esteem’d, that I have itlac’d . . 
Nor is my nuinbcrjfnll, till 1 inscribe ..... 
Nor thin^hat thou in this m}|book art worst . . 
NothingtSnbe'more loathsome, than to 4 iee , . . 
Nothi^’g comes irce cost here;*,love will not let . 

Nothing harrl or harsh can piove. 

Nothing is i^ew; W'e w^alk where ^h<*js weig: . . 
Now Is the time when all the lights wax dim . . 
Now is your turn, my dearest, to be set , . . . 

Now, now the niiith comes. 

Now' thou art dead, no eye shall ever see .... 
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0! Times most nan.iJi.i 

Of all our parts, the eyes exjiitbs • • #.M2 

oil' all thoSb tj^ce lirave bngher.s iall’n i* the war .... 1.55 

Oi^oth Biy fort lines gooi^aiid bad we find.210 

Oft licn^the bow, and thou witl| ease sh alt do . . . JI7 

Oh Ij^ok’d 1 back unto the ttmus hence Down.181 

Oil,^s the# hast begun, biavc youth, an9 get.153^ 

(^i with thy work, tluAighJhou bc'st liardly press'd . . .1.10 

On* ear tingles; some there he.07 

IJDne feeds onward' and fet is lean.2.12 

One more by thee, love, and desert hafe sent . . . .151 
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One of the five straight branches ofiny hand 

Only a littJe more . ^ . 

Other men’s sins we ever bear in mind . . 
Out crossVs are no other than the rods . . . 
Out hotifturs and our commendatimis be . . 
Out boiisehold gods our parents he ... . 
Our mortal parts may wrapt in sere-cloths lie 
Out of the world he must who once comes in 

Part of the work remains, one part is pfist . 

Partly workand partly play. 

Physicians wglit not against men, but^ tl^‘se . 

Physicians say, repleticM K]|^ringa. 

Play I coil'd once*; but, gentle fiiend, you see 
Plcase^voui grace, from out your store . . . 
Praise, they that wlll.^tiines past; ] joy to see 
Prep<fl5,.’rou.s is that goveiiimenti^and rude 
Preposterous is that order, when nc run . . 
Prue, my dearest inaiil*is sick . f .... 
Put on thy holy tillitings, and so .... * 
Putrefaction is the end . . .. 
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Rare is the voice itself, hut when we sing , . . 

Rare temples thou hast seen 1 know *'. 

Readers, we entreat ye pray. 

Read'thou my lines, my Sweetnaham, if there be^ 
Reproach we may the'iiviug, md the deab . . . 
Rise, liouschohl'gods^ and lei usj'o. 


Sadly I walk’d W'ithin the field . . i . . 

Sec lioAv the poor do waiting stand . (*'. 

Seeing thee, Soame, 1 see a gci,dly man . . , . 

Shall 1 a daily beggar, be .... '. 

Shame is a bad attendant to a state ....... 

Sha])Cot! to Ihee the fairy state. 

Should 1 not put on blacks, when each one hc’*e o 

Shut not 80 soon the ^ull-ey’d night. 

Since for thy full deserts* with alt the rest . . . 
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CCXllX. 


1 

Sincu sh|d or cottage 1 have none.177 

Sinco to the country first 1 came , . * . . . . . .180 

Smoothtfvas tlie boa, and seem'd to call.227 

So pood'hicli came, and on my roof did light. 2 ;J 2 

Sonic part* may perish, die thou caiist nut all. 

Sorrows divided amongst many, less. 12 (ie 

Spend liamiless shade, thy nightly hours.105 

Stand by the magic of my powerful rhymes.108 

%tand forth, hrave man, since Fate lias made tlioc here . . lOS 
Stand with thy giaces forth, biave man, and rise . . . . 156 
Stilitake advice, thougli counsels, when they fly . . . 1«3'1 

Still tft ouf gains onr ej^iqf respect is liall.12S 

Stoi^ of courage to 1110 grant . .§.• • '* • 

Stripes,*) usUy given, ycik ns with their fall.140 

Studies themselves will Lingiiibli and decay . . . ^ 4 *, . 135 

Suspicion, dibCo)^tcnt, and strife.142 

Sweet Amarillib, byaspring’l.^ . 226 

SiWeet cSmlry life, to such unknown *.35 

Swev* virgin, l^iat 1 do not .ift;.161 


Tears mostpievail j with tears t#o thou n^y’st move 
Tears quickly dry; griefs will lu time decay . . . 
Tell me, young man, or«lid the Muses bring . . 

Tell tJirft hrave man, fain thou wnmld’st luve access 

That ilow of gallants whicli n]i))ruaeh. 

That for se^n hibtrt^ 1 did nwKr coni)! .... 
That^Happiness docs still tlie longest thrive . . . 
That lovemen does evf'r loTifp'St l:i|f, . . . 
^at mpfn ifliicli saw im'^mide a hiide .... 
^lliat priuee must govern with a gentle hand . , . 
That iiftnce takes soon cnoiiglubhe victor's room’ . 
That prince who may do nothing but what's just . 

Yli^t Ihriifccs may po^ess a snier scat. 

^he body is the soul’s )Kj(q;'l>oiisc, or homo . . . 
TBo body's |alt the soul is: which when gone . . 
*!l'he factions of the gr(%t ones call . ^ ... 

The Gods^require the thighs • . *. 
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The gods to kings the judgment give to fi\ray . . . « .ISO 

The hag is hstridc . • ,.82 

Tlie May-pole is up . I.. .90 

The mellnvir touch of music most doth wound.1.37 

The person crowns the place; your lot doth fall . . ,178 

^'hc readiness of doing doth express.123 

The rose was sick, and smiling died.fi 4 

The saint-bell calls; and, Julia, I must read.194 

The seeds of treason choke up as they spring.1,39* 

The twilight is no other thing we say.110 

The work is done; young men and maidens set .... <2.33 
These hiiunucr-birds did *Witli thy masti*r(^'tay . . . .194 

Things arc uncertHji;i, aiiQ tl>e more W'e get.1.3.5 

'J'his axiom 1 have often heard. 4.118 

This da^ w-^yours, great Charles! and in this war . , . .177 

'J’liis I’ll tell yc by the way.,.98 

This iscomfort; when she's ray'd unkind . , . . . 110 

This is the height of Jiisljice, that to do . Ml 

This stone can tell the story of in>* life . . ; 105 

Those ends in war the best conteiilincnt bring.134 

Tho.se ills that mortalmen endure.230 

Those |)().ssessions sliort-liv’d are.116 

Thou liadsf the wreath before, now take the tree . . . .1.51 

Thou lia'-l made many bouses lor the dciul.218 

.Thou sail’st with others ill this Argos here.1S2 

Thou seest me, Lucia, JJiis yed*'.lroop . .220 

Though it wise iiirui all pressure caii sustain.137 

Though by well w'ardi|’g many bIo^.s we’ve past .... 118r 

Though clock.j . 2^ 

Though frankincense the deities requiry.236, 

Though from without no foes at y^l we fear . , . , / . 1.32 

Though good things answer maify goof intents.d.36 

Though hourly eomfortS^ from the Gods we see . . .< . . i.3(j^ 

lliough long it be, years may repay the'd^t . . . . 4 1 L\ 

Tliricc, and above bie.st, my soul’s half art thou • •' • • 

Thousands each day pas4by, which we *-.117 

CliilB 1.'.108 
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Till I shall come it(^aln, let this sulllcel.. • • ^. 49 

Time^s( the bound of things; M'heru’n vrc go' . . • . .12-1 

'Tis a known principle in war I42 

"xis lAit a dog-like inadncbs in]|bad kings.1,^2 

'Tis liberty to serve one lord; but he . . . . •.120 

'Tis iiujcli among the filthy to be clean. I3fi 

’Tis never, or hut seldom known. j^ij 

Tis no ditcoml'ort in the world to fall.140 

Tis nut a thousand bullocks’ thighs.21S 

’Tis not every day that I.20H 

’1'is not the food but the content.205 

Tis not the walls, or purple, that defends.110 

Tiif said as Cupid d^^l among , p .45 

”^s still observ’d, that fame ne’ef sings . . . ... . .116 

’Tis sjjill observ’d, those men most valiant are.1.31 

’Tis the chiiurgeon’s picii.se, and lieight of art . . ,122 

’Tis worse thai^barbarous cruelty to sliow.128- 

To atMdd sore a long cure go on.^ . . 135 

^oTI^fftind water none is poor. ‘ .230 

Tr conquer’d men, some efmfort’tis to fall . * ’ . . . i;*8 

To find tdat free of life, whose fruits did feed . , . . KiO 

To get t)}i]ie ends, lay bashfii|^css aside.1.^0 

To moital men great loads allotted be.. 116 

To ])Mut our poems, tV* piopnlsivc cause.112 

To sifj with you you did me home invite.200 

To this white temple of my heroes, here.1||p 

Touch hi# thy lyre^ my and IJicar.174 

'i^jjead, sirs, as liglitly a.s yon can.104, 

Ti'utl) by her own simplicif}^ is known a . .H5 

l%»t found ontJiy the time auu eyes.120 

Tumble me down, aii|| 1 w ill sit ... . . 207 

’TwJs Caesar’s saying; kingi^ no less conqueibrs are . . .122 

Twas not love’s dart .106 

twilight norther thing is, poets say'.121 

T\vixi kings and stbje^ts there’s this mighty odds. . . ,141 
•Twixt^r^tli |nd error tliere’sfhis diirerence known . . .134 
Two, of a thoii8andd.hingR, arc disallow’d. ..139 
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Two parts of US successn'ly command , .ISO 

Two tilings do make 8oci(^ stand.. HP 

« 

Virgins promisM when f. dykl . . . ..UVl 

t 

f 

Want is a s<jfter wax tlnat takes thereon.120 

Wantons we are; and though onr words be such . . . IM 

■\Ynsh clean tlic vessel, lest yc sour.Hfi 

Wassail the trees, that they may hear.. . . 

blame, nay, we despise her pains.21!) 

We credit most our sight ; one eye doth please . . . .120 

We pray ’gainst war, yet we enjoy no \ eace.121 

Wc trust not to the multitude in war.123 

We two are last iri hell; nkat may wefeary.. 07 

Weep for the. dead, fo;: the\ lure lost this light . . lit) 

Welcome, gUMt C.'ftpar, welcome now you are .... 173 

Welcome, jjiy'ds of Ijoiiour. 05 

Welcome, most welcome, to our voavs and us.105 

Welcome fl. this iny college, and, tli^uigh late . . . . . 173 

Were 1 to give thVe lla])lism, 1 would choose - . 

AVeie there'not a matter known . .1'. . . . , . . .12!) 

Wliat can I do in poetry. 

What Fate decreed, Time now Inv? made us see . . . . Jdf 

W'hat is’t that wa.ilcs a prince ? example shows . , , .Ml 

What needs complaints.. 223 


What now we like, anon we disapprove. >127 

What others ha\e with cheapness seen, and ease . . . .171 

What though the lieaven be loweripj? now . . 204 

.What, though the sea be calm ? Trust to tlic shore . - . J4l 

What times of sweet iiess^his fair (layYoresliows . . . . ()0 

What will ye. my pour orphans, do.^ . 18!)^ 

What wisdom, learning, wit, oi worth . 104' 

What's got by justice is establish'd ^ire.i, 133 

Whatever men for loyalty pretend * . '.a. 119 

When a daffodil 1 sec . ^ .. . 8^ 

When all birds else do of their music fail . 1,17 

When after many lustres thou shalt see.,t * . 108* 

When fear admits no hope of safety, then . '. . . . .143 



























When ilrst f find these numbers thou iW’at write 
When Unwins ffarnients 1 bcliold . /.* . ;* 

When^ a vei so shall make. 

consider, dearest, thou dos^atAy. . , 
Wh*n I dq)[irted am, rins? thou my Icnell , . 
Wlten Ijfo hence, ye closet gods, 1 fear . . . 
W'hen I of Villars do hut hear the name , 

When I through all my many po(‘ms look . . 
WJien Law’s iull power hav^i^o sway, we sec 
W hen my date’s done, and my [frey ai^e must die 
Wlieii one is past, anotlul" care we have . . . 
Ayien otheis gam much by the present cost . . . 
Wlimi tetnc's aic tiouj^ed, tlieii forbear. but spea 
\^cu to IJiy pordi J cifmc, and nivi|^i’d tec 
■V^eii^what is lov’d is present, long doth 
When witli the vhgin iminiiiig thou do'st rise . 
WIk'U words we want, love leatihetU to indite . 

Whene’er 1 Bo,*or whatsoe’fir hefals. 

begins, thcie dread thy first desire •. 
Wlg'ie pleasuies rule a kin|dnm, nev^er thtue . 
W’'helher4 wili myself, or mse diti see .... 
While leanest beasts in pastures feed . . . 

Wliite though ye be; yet lilies, know . 

W'lio|i,fter his transgression doth repent . , . 
Wlioliegs to die lor Icar of liumfin nee<l . . . 
W^ho forms a (iodhead out of^old or stene . . 
Who nuijpUi moj-t, does least the lna\est will. 
W'ho plants an oli\^, but to eat the off . , . . 

railing, drives the lasar from liis door . . . 
Wln^viohiies the custoiii.s, liurts the health . . . 
•^Vho will imt honoui U(ftle numbers, when . . 

W’hiyA'ith a liTtle Oitnnot be content. 

■^hy do ye weep, sv.ecy.i'ibij* can tears . . . 
Why, JIudam, will ye longer weep . . . 
W’hy slnmUl we ro’iet much, when as we know 
dlVI^y \lhfiowcL is now Call’d so ... 

.Wilt tlioil iny*true ifiend be. 
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ccli.vl 


V 


i?y)EX. 


With blan^clesB carriage V lived here.. . .107 

,Woc% woe^otheni» ^vllo V a hall of strife.IHO 

Wonten, althpugh they n^er so goodly make it. . . /./* . J IS 

Words beget .mgei; anger%iTigs forth blows. 

cWrongs, if neglected, vanish in short time.*. ^12.'> 


Ye have been ftvsh and green.^ . 40 

may simper, blush, and smile.45 

Ye pretty housewives, would ye know.8.‘l 

You are a lord, an earl, nay more,% man.150 

You ask rnewhat'l do, and how 1 live.212 


You see this gentle stream that glides, .... 210 


11 G. Clafke and Co , Printers, 60, Old BaUey/. 















